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Recommendatory Verses. 



On Reading Mr. W a t t s' s Poems, facrcd to 
Piety and Devotion. 

REGARD the man who in feraphic lays,. 
And flowing numbers, fings his Maker's praife : 
He needs invoke no fabled Miife's art, 
The heavenly fong comes genuine from his heart. 
From that pure heart, which God has deign'd finfplre 
With holy raptures, and a facred fire. 
Thrice happy man ! whofc foul, and guiltlefs bread. 
Are well prepared to lof!gc th' Almighty guell ! 
*Tis He that lends- thy towering thoughts their wing, 
And tunes thy lyre, when thou attcmpt'ft to fmg ; 
He to thy foul lets-in celeftial day, 
Ev'n whilil impnfon'd in this mortal clay. 
By death's grim afpeft thou art not alarm'd. 
He, for thy fake, has death itfelf difarm'd ; 
Nor {hall the grave o'er thee a victory boaft ; 
Her triumph in thy rifing Hiall be loft, 
"When thou Ihalt join th' angelic choirs above, 
Ib never-ending fo«g$ of praife and love. 

EUSEBIA# 



6 VERSES TO Mn. WATTS. 

Of everl ailing night and filcnce caU'd 
The fliining worlds with one creating word, 
And rais'd from nothing ail the heavenly hofts^ 
And with external glories filTd the void, 
Harmonious Seraphs tiinM their golden harps. 
And with their chearful Hallelujahs blefs'd 
The bounteous author of their happinefs ; 
From orb to crb th' alternate mufick rang. 
And from the crylbl arches of the fky 
Reach'd our then glorious world, the native feat 
Of the firil happy pair, who join'd their fongs 
To the loud echo's of th' angelic choirs, 
And fiird with hlirsfwl hymns, terreftrial heaven. 
The paradife of God where aH tklights 
Abounded, and the pure ambrofial air, 
Fann'd by mild zeph)!3, hi*eathM eternal fweets, 
Forbivlding deatli and fori-ow, and beftow'd 
Frefli heaveiily bloom, and gay immortal youth. 

Not fo, alas \ the vile npoftate race, 
Who in mad joys tlicir hmtal hofurs employM, 
Afiauking with their impious blafphcmies 
The Power fuprcmc that gave them life and breath j 
Incarnate fiends ! outrageous they dcfyM 
Th' Eternal's thunder, and almighty wrath 
Fearlefs provok'd, which all the other devils 
Would dread to meet ; rememberfng well the day 
When, driven from pure immortal feats above, 
A fiery tempeft hurlM them down the fkies, 
^ And hung upon the rear, urging their fall 
To the dark, deep, unfathomal>k gulph. 
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"Where bound on fulphurous lakes to glowing rockt 
With adamantine chains, they wail their woes^ 
And know Jehovah great as well as goodj 
And fix'd for ever by eternal fate. 
With horror find his arm omnipotent. 

Prodigious madnefs ! that the facred Moft, 
Firft taught in heaven to mount immortal heights^ 
And trace the boundlefs glories of the (ky, 
Should now to every idol bafely bow. 
And curie the deity fhc once ador'd, 
Erefting trophies to each fordid vice. 
And celebrating the infernal praife 
Of haughty Lucifer, the defperatc foe 
Of God and rnan, and winning every hour 
New votaries to hell, while all the fiends 
Hear thefe accurfsd lays, and, thus outdone, 
Raging they try to match the human race, 
Redoubling all their liellifh blafphcmies, 
And with loud curfes rend the gloomy vault. 

Ungrateful mortals ! ah ! too late you 'II find 
What 'tis to banter heaven, and laugh at helJ ^ 
To drefs-up vice in falfe delufive charms. 
And with gay colours paint her hideous face, 
I^ing befotted fouls through tlowcry paths. 
In gaudy dreams and vain fantaftic joys. 
To difmal fcenes of everlafting woe ; 
When the great Ju dge (hall rear his awful throne. 
And raging flames furround the trembling globe. 
While the loud thunders roar from pole to pole, 
And the laft trump awakes the fleeping dead j 
And ffiuJty fouJs to ghadly bodies driven, 

B 4 \N\\\\\\\ 



« VERSESTO Mr. WATTS. 

Widiin thoie dire eternal prifons fhut, 
Expe^ their fad inexorable doom. 
Say DOW, ye men of wit ! what turn of thought 
Will pJeaie you then ! Alas, how dull and poor, 
Ev'n to yourielves, will your lewd flights appear ! 
How will you envy then the happy fate 
Of idiots ! and perhaps in vain you Ul wiih. 
You *d been as very fools as once you thought 
Others, for the fublimeft wifdom fcom'd ; 
When pointed lightnings from the wrathful Judge 
Shall finge your blighted laurels, and the men 
Who thought they flew fo high, fhall fall fo low. 

No more, my Mufe, of that tremendous thought j 
Refume thy more delightful theme, and flng 
Th' immortal man, that with immortal verfe 
Rivals the hymns of angels, and like them 
Detplfes mortal criticks' idle rules : 
While the celefKal flame that waims t'ly foul 
Infpiresas, and with holy tranfports moves 
Our labouring minds, and nobler fccnes prefents 
Than all the Pagan Poets ever fung. 
Homer, or Virgil ; and far fweeter notes 
Than Horace ever taught his founding lyre. 
And purer far, though Martiars felf might feem 
A modeft Poet in our Chriftian days. 
May thofe forgotten and neglsflcd lis. 
No more let men be fond of fabulous Gcd?, 
Nor Heathen wit debauch one Chriliian line, 
While with the ccarle and daubing paint we hiJe 
The fliining beauties of eternal truth, 

3 TV 
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That in her native drcfs appears moft bright. 

And charms the eyes of angels. — Oh I like thee 

Let every nobler genius tune his voice 

To fubjefts worthy of their towering thoughts. 

Let Heaven and Anna then your tuneful art 

Improve, and confecrate your deathlefs lays 

To him who reigns above, and her who rules below. 

April 17, 1706. 

JOSEPH STANDEN. 

To Mr. Watts, on his Divine Poems. 

CAY, human feraph, whence that charming force, 

That flame ! that foul 1 which animates each line ; 
And how it runs with fuch a graceful eafe, 
loaded with ponderous fenfe ! Say, did not He, 
The lovely Jefus, who commands thy breaft, 
Infpire thee with himfelf ? With Jefus dwells. 
Knit in myilerious bands, the ParacletCj^ 
The breath of God, the everlafting fource 
Of love : And what is love, in fouls like thine. 
But air, and incenfe to the poet's fire ? 
Should an expiring faint, whofe fwimming eyes 
Mingle the images of things about him. 
But heai- the leaft exalted of thy drains. 
How greedily he M drink the mufic in. 
Thinking his heavenly convoy waited near ! 
So great a ftrefs of powerful harmony. 

Nature 



'to VERSESTO Da. WATTS, 

Kitnre ur.sMe longer to fjf^ain, 

WojM fink cpp.ei's'd with joy tc endlcfs reft. 

Let none henceforth of Provider.ee complain. 
As if the ^adi of fp'.its Iiy unknovm, 
Fenc'd round with Mick, impenetrable night; 
What though no fhinino^ angel darts from thence 
With leave to publiih things concealM from fenfe. 
In language bright as theirs, we are here told. 
When lif- its narrow round of \-ears hath roH'd, 
What 'tis employs the blefs'd, what makes their bllfe; 
Songs fuch as Watts's are, and love like his. 

But then, dear Sir, be cauticjs how you ufe. 
To tranfperts fo intenfely rais'd your Mufe, 
ieft, whilft th' ecftatic impulfe you obey. 
The foul leap out, and drop the duller clay. 

Sept. 4, 1706. 

HENRY GROVI 



To Dr. Watts, on the fifth Edition of hi 
Hone LyricsB. 

•O Overeign of (acred verfe ; accept the lays 
*^ Of a young bard that dares attempt thy praifc. 
A Mule, the meaneft of the vocal throng, 
New to the bays, nor equal to the fong. 
Fir'd with the growing glories of thy fame, 
Joins all her powers to celebrate thy name. 

No vulgar themes thy pious Mufe engage, 
.No fcenes of luft jpollute thy {acred page. 

Yci 
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umbers mount the (kies, 

ling angels as you rife, 

tfes cbarm the crouded groves, 

tuneful, fong approves. 

manly vigour join 
ties of each fprightly line, * 
' every Mufe is thine, 
bard, divinely bright, 
(urite to the realms of light ; 
lyre charms the ccleftial throng, 

liftening to the fong : 
i the happy beings rove, 
;ts of mufic and of love, 
er fcenes of life you paint, 
iteous virgin to the faint, 
te how few the happy pairs, 
ied foften all their cares, 
:he fweeteft joys belong, 
ties confecrate your fong. 
:r'd graces I would tell, 
ig theme for ever dwell 5 
Its, unequal to the flight, 
lins with wonder and delight, 
rinces fnall in ruins lie, 
en -born piety fhall die, 
mpet wakes the filent dead, 
us poet hides his head, 
y divine Urania rife, 
Ih laurels, to thy native ikies : 

Gr€3t 
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Great How and Gouge (hall hail thee on thy way, 
And welcome thee to the bright realms of day. 
Adapt thy tuneful notes to heavenly ftrings, 
And. join the Lyric. Ode while fome fair feraph Hngi. 

Sic /pirat, Cc optat, 

Tui amantiflimus 

BRITANNICUS: 
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PRE FACE. 

TT has been a long complaint of the virtuous and re- 
fined world, that poefy, whofe origina! is divine, 
Jhould be enflaved to vice and profanenefs ; that an art, 
iofpircd from heaven, fhould have fo far loft tlic me- 
mory of its birth-place, as to be engaged in the inierefts 
of hell. How unhappily is it perverted from its mcft 
glorious defign ! How bafely has it been driven aw;iy 
from its proper ftation in the temple of Go'.\, and 
abufed to much dishonour ! The iniquity of men has 
conftrained it to ferve their vileft pujpofes, while the 
fofis of piety mourn the facrilege and the fliame. 

The eldeft fong, which hiftory has brought down to 
our ears, was a noble a6l of worftiip paid to the God 
of Ifael, when his " right hand became glorious in 
" power ; when thy right hand, O Lord, daflicd in 
** pieces the enemy : the chariots of Pharaoh and his 
" hofts were caft into the red fea. Thou didft blow 
" with thy wind, the deep covered them, and they fank 
" as lead in the mighty waters." Exod. xv. This art 
was maintained facred through the following ngcs of 
the church, anil employed by kings an I prophets, by 
David, Solomon, and Ifaiah, in defcrihing the nature 
and the glories of God, and in conveying grace or ven- 
geance to the hearts of men. By this method the-y 
'brought fo much of Jieaven down to this lower world, 

as 
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as the darknefs of that difccnfation would admit: And 
now and then a divine and poetic rapture lifted their 
fouls far above the level of th:it cecunomy of fhadows, 
bore them away far into a brighter region, and gave 
them a glimpfe of evangelic d:iy. Tlie life of angeU 
was harraoniouily breathed into the children of A.iam, 
and their minds raifed near to heaven in melody and* 
devotion at once. 

In the younger days of heathenifm the Mufes were 
nevoted to the fame iervice : the language in whichold: 
Hefiod adchrcflfes them is this : 

AlOTf^ Ai 11113*1X3 99i7§pCf 9CS.Tif ufJtnicvTt'i^ 

•• Pierian Mufes, fam'd for heavenly lays, 

•* Defcend, and fing the God your Father's praife." 

And he purfues the fubjciSl in ten pious lines, which I' 
could not bear to tranfcribe, if the afpecl and found of 
fo much Greek were not tcnir ying to a nice reader. 

But fomeof the latter Poets of the Pagan world have 
debafed this divine gift^ and many of the vmters of thr 
firft rank, in this our age of national Chriftians, have^; 
to their eternal fiiamc, furpalud the vilcft of the Gen- 
tiles. They have not only difrobed religion of all the 
ornaments of verfe, but have employed their pens in 
impious mifchief, to deform her native beauty and de- 
file her honours. They hcve cxpof;;d her moil facred 
chara6ter to drollery, and dielfed her up in a moft vile- 
and ridiculous ditguife, for the fcorn of the ruder herd 
of mankind. The vices have been painted like fo many 
3 Gcd* 
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Goddeffes, the charms of wit have been added to dc- 
feanchery, and the temptation heightened where nature 
a?ds the ftrongcft rclhaints. With fweetnefs of Ibujid, 
anddeJicacy of cxprcflion, they have given a rellTn to 
blafphemies of the harrticll kind ; and when they rant 
at their Maker in fonorous numbers, they fancy thcm- 
felves to have afted the hero well. 

Thus almoil in vain have the throne and the pulpit 
cried Reformation ; while the flags and licentious pocmo 
have waged open war with the pious defign of church 
and ftate. The prefs has fpread the poifon far, and 
fcattered wide the mortal infe6llon : Unthinking youth 
have been inticed to fm beyond the vicious propenfitics 
of nature, plunged early into difeafcs and death, and 
funk down to damnation in multitudes. Was it for 
this that poefy was endued with all thofe allurements 
that lead the mind away in a plealing captivity ? Was It 
for this, flie was furniflied with fo many intelle6lual 
charms, that fhe might feduce the heart from God, the 
original beauty, and the moil lovely of Beings ? Can I 
sver be perfuaded, that thofe fvveet and rcTiilitls forces 
)f metaphor, wit, found, and number, were given with 
iiis defign, that they ihould be all ranged under the 
Janner of the grcat malicious fpirit, to invade the rights 
)f heaven, and to bring fwift and evcrlalVrng de{lrn6>ioii 
iponmcn? How will thefe allies of the netherworld, 
he lewd and profane verfifiers, (land aghaft before the 
3;reat Judge, wlien the blood of many fouls, whom they 
never faw, /hnjl be laid to the charge of their Writings, 
»ad be dreadfully rccj^uired at their hands ? The Reve- 
rend 
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rend Mr. Collier has fet this awful fcene before them in 
juft and flaming colours. If the application were not 
too rude and uncivil, that noble ftanza of my Lord . 
Rofcommon, on Pfalm cxlviii. might be addrelfed to 
them : 

** Ye dragons, whofe contagious breath 
** Peoples the dark retreats of death, 
** Change your dire hiflings into heavenly fongs, 
*' And praife your Maker with your forked tongues," 

This profanation and debafement of fo divine an art, 
has tempted feme weaker Chriftians to imagine that 
poetry and vice are naturally akin j or at leaft, that 
\erfe Is fit only to rcconiTiend trifles, and entertain our 
loofer hours, but It is too light and trivial a method to 
treat any thing that is ferious and facred. They fub- 
rait, indeed, to ufe it in divine pfalmody, but ihey love 
the drieft tranflation of the pfalm beft. They will ven- 
ture to fmg a dull hymn or two at church, in times 
of equal dulnefs ; but ftill they perfuade themfelves, 
and their children, that the beauties of poefy are vain 
and dangerous. All that arifes a degree above Mr. 
Sternhold is too airy for worfliip, and hardly efcapes 
the fentence of ** unclean and abominable." It is 
ilrange, that perfons that have the Bible in their hands, 
fhould be led away by though tlefs prejudices to fo vvrild 
and rafli an opinion. Let me entreat them not to in- 
dulge this four, this cenforious humour too far, left the 
facred writers fall under the lafh of their unlimited and 
unguarded reproaches. Let me entreat them to look 

int« 
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leir Bibles, and remember the ftyle and way of 
gthat is iifed by the amrient prophets. Have 
()i|;ot, or were they never told, that many parts 
' Old Teftament are H;:bre\v verle ? and the fi- 
are ftrongcr, and the metaphors bolder, and the 
i more furprizingand ftrange, than ever T read in 
ofane writer. When Deborah fmgs her praircs 
God of Ifrael, while he marched from the field 
»m, (he fets the ** earth a-trembling, the heavens 
», and the mountains diflblve from before the 
1. They fought from heaven, the ftars in their 
-fes fought againft Sifera: When the river of 
ion fwept them away, that ancient river, the 
r Kifhon. O my foul, thou haft trodden down 
igth." Judg. V. &c. When Eliphaz, in the book 
, fpeaks his fenfe of the holinefs of God, he in- 
;es a machine in a vifion : ** Fear came upon me, 
kbling on all my bones j the hair of my flefli ftood 

a fpirit palTed by and ftood ftill, but its form 
andifcemible ; an image before mine eyes ; and 
.ce 5 Then I heard a voice, faying, Shall mortal 
I be more juft than God ?" &c. Job iv. When 
nibes the faftty of the righteous, he " hides him 
I the fcourgeof the tongue, he makes him laugh at 
ii^Hon and famine, he brings the ftoncs of the field 

league with him, and makes the brute animals 
r into a covenant of peace." Job v. 21, &c. When 
eaks of the grave, how melancholy is the gloom 
e fpreads over it ! " It is a region to which I muft 
tly jjo, and whence I fhall not return j it is a 
C " lani 
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** land of darknefsy it is darknefs itielf, the land of t 
**• fhodov of deatk; all canfufioB and diforder, a 
•' where the light is as darknefe. This is my hou 
^ there have I made my bed : I have faid to corru 
•* tion. Thou art my father ^ and to the worm, Tt 
** art my mother and my fifter : As for my hope, ^ 
*' ihall (ee it ? I and my hope go down together to \ 
•' bars of the pit/* Job x. 21, and xrii. 13. When 
humbles himicif in complainings before the almigt 
nefs of God, what contemptible and feeble imaj 
dcfth he ufe ! " Wilt thou break a leaf driven to s 
^* fro? Wilt thou purfue the dry ftubble? I confu 
•• away like a rotten thing, a garment eaten by 
«* moth," Job xiii. 25, &c. " Thou iifteftmeup to 
*' winv!, thou cauieil me to ride upon it, and diSoV 
*< my fubdance/* Job ::xiii. 22. Can any roan inv 
more defpicable ideas, to repreient the fcoundrel fa 
and refute of mankind, than thofe which Job uf 
chap. XXX. and thereby he aggravates his own fom 
and reproaches to amazement : *< They that are youn 
** than I have me in derifion, whole fathers I wo 
*< have difdained to have fet with the dogs of my flo 
«« for want and famine they were folitary ; fleeing i 
«* the wildemefs defolate and wafie : They cut up n 
*^ lows by the buihes, and juniper-roots for their m< 
** They were diiven forth from among men, {t 
*' cried after them as after a thieO to dwell in the c 
** of the valleys, in the caves of the earth, and in roc 
** Amon^ the buihes they brayed, under the net 
** they were gathered together j they were childrei 

« foi 
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"fooU, yea, children of bafe men; they were viler 
" than the earth : And now I am their fong, yea, I am 
" their by-word," &c. How mournful and dejefted 
18 the language of his own forrows I ** Terrors are 
" turned upon him, they purfue his foul as the wind, 
** and his welfare pafles away as a cloud j his bones 
"are pierced within him, and his foul is poured out j 
•* he goes mourning without the fun, a brother to dra- 
** gons, and a companion to owls ; while his harp and 
" otgan are turned into the voice of them that weep." 
I muft tranfcribe one half of this holy book, if I would 
ihew the grandeur, the variety, and the juftnefs of his 
ideas, or the pomp and beauty of his expreflion ; I mud 
copy out a good part of the writings of David and 
Ifiuab, if I would reprefent the poetical excellencies of 
tJieir thoughts and ftyle : nor is the language of the 
Jeffer prophets, efpecially in fome paragraphs, much in- 
ferior to thefe. 

Now, while they paint human nature In its various 
forms and circumftances, if their defigning be fo juft . 
and nohlc, their difpofition fo artful, and their colour- 
ing fo bright, beyond the moft famed human writers, . 
bow much more muft their dcfcriptions of God and 
heaven exceed all that is poflible to be faid by a meaner 
tongue ? When they fpeak of the dwelling-place of 
God, " He inhabits eternity, and fits upon the throne . 
" of his holinefs, in the midft of light inaccefTiblc." , 
^VTien his holinefs is mentioned, " The heavens are not 
" clean in his fight, he charges his angels with folJy : 
" He looks to the moon, and it (hineth not, and the 
C a « liars 
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** ftars are not pure before his eyes : He is a Jealou 

** God, and a confuming fire." If we fpeak of ftrengtli 

" Behold, he is ftrong : He removes the mountains 

** and they know it not : He overturns them in his an 

** ger : He (h?.kes the earth from her place, and her pil 

** lars tremble : He mikes a path through the might 

*« waters, he difcovers the foundations of the world 

** The pillars^of heaven are aftoniibed at his reproof. 

And after all, ** Thefe are but a portion of his ways 

** The thunder of his power who can underftand ?" Hi 

fovereignty, his knowledge, and his wifdom, are re 

vealed to us in language vaftly fuperior to all the poe 

tical accounts of heathen divinity. ** Let the pot 

** (herds ftrive with the potfherds of the earth ; bu 

«* (hall the clay fay to him that fafhioneth it, Wha 

** makeft thou ? He bids the heavens drop down fron 

*' above, and let the fkies pour down righteoufnefs 

'< He commands the fun, and it rifeth not, and h* 

** fealeth up the ftars. It is he that faith to the deep 

** be dry, and he drieth up the rivers. Woe to then 

I* that feek deep to hide their counfel from the Lord 

*' his eyes are upon all their ways, he underdands theii 

*' thoughts afar off. Hell is naked before him, and de- 

*< ftruflion hath no covering. He calls out all the (tzn 

*' by their names, he fruftrateth the tokens of the liars, 

** and makes the diviners mad : He turns wife men 

" backward, and their knowledge becomes foolifb.*' 

His trtnfccndent eminence above all things is mod 

nobly rcprefented, when he " fits upon the circle of 

*' the earthy and the inhabitants thereof are at grafs- 

« hoppers i 
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"hoppers t All nations before him are as the drop 
^ of a bucket, and as the fmall duft of the balance : 
"He takes up the ides as a very little thing ; Lebanon, 
"with all her beafts, is not fufficlent for a facrifice to 
"this God, nor are all her trees fufRcient for the burn- 
" ing. This God, before whom the whole creation is 
" as nothing, yea, lefs than nothing, and vanity. To 
" which of all the heathen Gods then will ye compare 
" me, faith the Lord, and v^hat (hall I be likened to ?" 
And to which of all the heathen Poets fhall we liken 
or compare this glorious orator, the facrcd defcriber of 
the godhead ? The orators of all nations are as nothing 
before him, and their words are vanity and emptlnefs. 
Let us turn our eyes now to fome of the holy writings, 
where God is crciting the world : How meanly do the 
hfft of the Gentiles talk and trifle upon this fubjvi<5V, 
when brought into comparifon with Moles, whom Lon- 
ginus himfelf, a Gentile critic, cites as a mailer of 
the fublime Ityle, when he chofe to ufe it ; " And the 
" Lord faid. Let there be light, and there was light j 
" Let there be clouds and feas, fun and ftars, plants 
" and animals, and behold they are :" He command- 
ed, and they appear and obey : " By the word of the 
" Lord were the heavens made, and ail the holi: of 
" them by the breath of his mouth :"' This is working 
like a God, with infinite eafe and omnipotence. His 
Wonders of providence for the terror and ruin of his 
adverfaries, and for the fuccour of his faints, is fet be- 
fore our eyes in the fcripture with equal magnificence, 
ind as becomes divinity. When «* he arifes out of his 
C 3 ** place. 
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♦♦ place, the earth trembles, the foundations of the hil 
•* are fhaken becaufe he is wroth : There goes a fmol 
. ♦* up out of his noftrils,and fire out of his mouth devou 
. ♦* eth, coals are kindled by it. He bows the heaver 
. ^* and comes down, and darknefs is under his fe( 
** The mountains melt like wax, and flow down at fc 
•' prefence." If Virgil, Homer, or Pindar, were 
prepare an equipage for a defcending God, they mig 
ufe thunder and lightnings too, and clouds and fire, 
form a chariot and horfes for the battle, or the triump] 
but tUere is none of them provides him a flight of Ch 
rubs inflead of horfes, or felats him in " chariots of fa 
** vation." David beholds him riding " upon the he 
•* yen of heavens, by his name Jah : He was mount( 
*' upon a cherub, and d'd fly ; he flew on the wings 
** thewind;" and Habbakuk fends "thcpeftilencebefc 
** him.** Homer keeps a mighty ftir with his N«^«X»^ 
pijd^ Z?t;V, and Hefiod with his Z«uV v^^tCpifjikTi 
Jupiter, that raifes up the clouds, and that makes a noi. 
or thunders on high. But a divine Poet makes t 
•< clouds but the duft of his feet j" and when the Hig 
eft- gives his voice in the heavens, ** Hail-ftones ai 
" coals of fire follow/* A divine Poet difcovers t 
channels of the waters, and lays, open the foundatio 
of nature ; «« at thy rebuke, O Lord, at the blaft 
*• the breath^ of thy noftrils." When the Holy O 
alighted upon Mount Sinai, " his glory covered t 
« heavens : He ftood and meafured the earth i He b 
" held and drovei afunderthe nations, and the everla: 
^' ing mountains were fcattercd : The perpetual hi 
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"-did bow ; his ways are everlafting." Then the pro- 
phet *' faw the tents of Cufhan in affli£lion, and the 
" curtains of the land of Midian did tremble.'* Hab. 
iii. Nor did the blefled fpirit which animated thefe 
writers forbid them the ufe of vifions, dreams, the open- 
ing of fcenes dreadful and delightful, and the introduc- 
tion of machines upon great occafions : the divine li- 
cence in this refpefl is admirable and furprizing, and 
the images are often too bold and dangerous for an un- 
infpired writer to imitate. Mr. Dennis has made a no- 
ble cfiay to difcover how much fuperior is infpired poefy 
to the brighteft and beft defciiptions of a mortal pen. 
Perhaps, -if his propofal of Criticifm had been encoura- 
ged and purfued, the nation might have learnt more va- 
lue for the word of God, and the wits of the age 
might have been fecured from the danger of Deifm ; 
while, they muft have been forced to confefs at leaft the 
divinity of all the poetical books of Scripture, when 
they fee a genius running through them more than hu- 
man. 

Who is there now will dare to afTert, that the doc- 
trines of our holy faith will not indulge or endure a de- 
lightful drcfs ? Shall the French poet* affright us, by 
faying, 

** De la foy d'un Chretien les myfteres terribles, 
•* D'Ornemens egayez ne font point fufceptibles ?*' 

Bnt the French critic f, in his reflef^ions upon Elo- 
quence, tells us, ** That the majefty of our religion, 

• BoUeai*. f Rapin. 

C 4 •* V\\ft 
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** the holinefs of its laws, the purity of its moraTs> the- 
*' heighth of its myfteries, and the importance of every 
** fubjeft that belongs to it, requires a grandeur, a no- 
<* blenefs, a majefty, and elevation of ftyle, fuited to the 
** theme : fparkling images and magnificent expreffioBS 
" muft be ufed, and are heft borrowed from Scriptures 
<• let the preacher, that aims at eloquence, read the Pro- 
** phets inceffantly, for their writings are an abundant 
" fource of all the riches and ornaments of fpeech,"^ 
And, in my opinion, this is far better counfel than Ho-^ 
i:ace gives us, when he fays, 

« ' Vos exemplaria Graeca 

** Nofturna verfatc manu, verfate diurna.'" 

As, in the condu6l of my ftudies with regard ta divi- 
nit)', I have reafon to repent of nothing more than that 
I have not perufed the Bible with more frequency j fa 
if I were to fet up for a poet, with a defign to exceed all 
the modern writers, I would follow the advice of Rapin^ 
and read the Prophets night and day. I am fure, the- 
compofures of the following book would have been 
^lled with much greater fen£e, and appeared with much 
more agreeable ornaments, had I derived a laiger por-^ 
ti on from the Holy Scriptures. 

Befides, we may fetch a further anfwer to Monfieur 
Boileau's objeflion, from oilier poets of his own country. 
What a noble ufe have Racine and Comeille made of 
Ghriftian fubje6ls, in fome of their beft tragedies !: 
What a variety of divine fcenes are difplayed, and pious 
pafiions awakened, in thofe poems ! The martyrdom of 
X^olyeu6le, how doth it reign over our love and pity, and 

at 



PREFACE, »5 

at the fame time animate our zeal and derotion ! May I 
here be permitted the liberty to return my thanks to- 
that fair and ingenious hand * that direfted me to fuch 
entertainments in a foreign language, which I had long 
Viflicd for, and fought in vain in our own. Yet I muft 
confefs, that the Davideis, and the two Arthurs, 
have fo far anlwered Boileau's obje^lion, in Englifli, as 
that theobftacles of attempting Chridian poefy are bro- 
ken down, and the vain pretence of its being imprafti- 
cable, is experimentally confuted f . 

It is true, indeed, the Chriftian myftcrics have not 
fuch need of gay trappings as beauti/ied, or rather com- 
pofcd, the Heathen fnperftition. But this dill makes 
for the greater eafe and furer fuccefs of the poet. The 
wonders of our religion, in a plain nanation and a fim- 
pledrefs, have a native grandeur, a dignity, and a beau- 
ty in them, though they do not utterly difdain all me- 
thods of ornament. The book, of the Revelations 
fcems to be a prophecy in the fcrm of an opera, or a 
dramatic poem, where divir.e art illuftrates the fubjecl 
with many charming glories j but ftill it muft be ac- 
knowltrdged,. that the naked themes of Chriilianity have 
Ibraething brrghier and bolder in them, fomething more 

• PhilomeLi. 

t Sir Richard Blackmore, in his admirable preface to 
hislaft poem, entitled Alfred, has more copioufly refuted 
all Boileau's arguments on this fubje6>, and that with, 
great juftice and eleg-mce. 1723. — I am perfuaded 
thatmanv perfons who defpife the poem would acknow- 
ledge the jull fcntiments ot. that preface. 

£ur* 
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iurpnilng and celufrial, than all the adventures of got 
ana bsro??., nl' the diLzzVirg ims^es cf falfe luftre th 
ftirm znd gsmiih a heaihsn fong : here the very argi 
mcLl wouid give wri>di:riul aids to the Mufc, and tJ 
bcavcDl)' tiemc would lo rciiere a dull hour, and a lai 
giiiihing ^cEius, ihzt -f^hen the Mufc nods, the feti 
woutd bum znd ipzjkle upon the reader, and ke 
Lina feelingly avrake. 

With bow mcch lefs toil and expencc might a Dr 
den, an O^TR-ny, a Congreve, or a Dennis, fumifti out 
Chrittian poem, than a modern play ! There is ncthii 
smcngtt ail the ancient fables, or later romances, th 
have two fach extremes united in them, as the cten 
God becoming an infant of days ; the poffeflfor of t 
palace of Heaven laid to fleep in a manger ; the h( 
Jefus, who knew no iin, bearing tl;e fins of men in 1 
body on the tree ; agonies of forrow loading the foul 
him who was God over alJ, blefied for ever ; and 1 
ibvereign of life ftrctching his arms on a crcfs, bleedi 
and expiring : The Heaven and the Kell in our divin 
are infinitely more Gelightful and dixratiful than 1 
childifli figments cf a dog with three heads, the buck 
of the Belides, the Furies with fnaky hairs, or all 1 
flowery ftaries of ElyGum. And if wc furvey the c 
as themes divinely true, and the other as a medley 
fooleries which we can never believe i t\it advantage 
touching the fprings of pafiion will fail infinitely on 
fide of the Chriftian poet; our won<kr and our lo 
our pity, delight, and forrow, with the long train 
hopes and fears, mud needs be under the command 
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an harmonious pen, whofc every line makes a part of 
the reader^s faith, and is the very life or death of his 
foul. 

If the trifling and incredible talcs that furnifh out a 
tragedy, arc fo armed by wit and fancy, as to become 
fovereign of the rational powers, to triumph over uU 
the afFe6^ions, and manage our fmilts and our tears at 
pleafure ; how wondrous a conquefl might be obtained 
over a wild world, and reduce it, at leaft, to fobriety, 
if the fame happy talent were employed in drcfTing the 
fcenes of religion in their proper figures of majcfty, 
fweetnefs, and terror ! The wonders of creating power, 
of redeeming love, and renewing gratt, ought not to be 
thus impioufly neglefted by thofe whom Heaven has 
endued with a gift fo proper to adorn and cultivate 
them ; an art whofe fweet infinuations might a] moll 
convey piety in refilling nature, and melt the hardcit 
fouls to the love of viitue. The affairs of this life, 
with their reference to a life to come, would fliine 
bright in a dramatic defcription ; nor is there p.ny need 
or any reafon why we fhould always borrow the plan 
orhiftory from the ancient Jew?, or primitive martyrs ; 
though feveral of thefe would furni/h out noble mate- 
rials for this fort cf poefy : but modern fcenes would 
be better undcrftood by mod readei*s, and the applica- 
tion would be much more eafy. The anguirti of in- 
ward guilt, the fecret flings and racks and fcourges of 
confcience ; the fweet retiring hours, and feraphical joys 
of devotion ; the viflory of a refolved foul over a thou- 
fand temptations j the inimitable love and paiTion of a 
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dying God ; the awful glories of the laft tribanal ; tl 
grand deciiive fentence, from whicli there is no appea' 
and the confequent tranfports or horrors of the tv 
eternal worlds j thefe things may be varioufly difpofe 
and form many poems. How might fuch performance 
under a divine blefling, call back the dying piety of tl 
nation to life and beauty ? This would make religic 
appear like itfelf, and confound the blafphemies of 
profligate world, ignorant of pious pleafures. 

But we have reafon to fear, that the tuneful men < 
our day have not raifed their ambition to fo divine 
pitch ; I (hould rejoice to fee more of this celeftial fii 
kindling within them ; for the fla(hes that break out i 
fome prefent and paft writings betray an infern; 
fource. This the incomparable Mr. Cowley, in the lai 
ter end of his preface, and the ingenious Sir Richar 
Blackmore, in the beginning of his, have fo patheticall 
delcribed and lamented, that I rather refer the reader t 
mourn with them, than detain and tire him here. Thei 
gentlemen, in their large and laboured woi ks of poef] 
have given the world happy examples of what they wi{ 
and encourage in profe 5 the one in a rich variety c 
thou&rht and fancy, the other in all the ihining colour 
cf prcfufe and florid di6^ion. 

If fliorter fonnets were compofed on fublime fubjcrfts 
fuch as the Pfalms of David, and the holy tranfport 
interfperfed in the other facred writings, or fuch as th 
moral odes of Horace, and the ancient Lyricks ; I per 
fuade myfelf, that the Chriftian preacher would fin< 
abundant aid from the poet, in his deiign to diffufe vir 
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tue, and allure fouls to God. If the heart vrere firft 
inflamed from Heaven, and the Mufe were not left 
alone to form the devotion, and purfue a cold fcent, hut | 
only called-in as an afliftant to the woHhip, then the 
fong would end where ♦^he infpiration ceafes ; the whole 
compofure would be of a piece, all meridian light and 
meridian fervour; and the fame pious flame would be 
propagated, and kept glowing in the heart of him that 
reads. Some of the (horter odes of the two poets now 
mentioned, and a few of the Rev. Mr. Norris*s Effays 
in verfe, are convincing inftances of the fuccefsof this 
pFopofal. 

It is my opinion alfo, that the free and uncon fined 
numbers of Pindar, or the noble meafures of Milton 
without rhyme, would beft maintain the dignity of the 
theme, as well as give a loofc to the devout Ibiil, nor 
check the raptures of her faith and love. Though, in 
my feeble attempts of this kind, I have too often fet- 
tered my thoughts in the narrow metre of our Pfalm- 
tranflators 5 I have contraftcd and cramped the fcnfe, 
or rendered it obfcure and feeble, by the too fpeedy and 
regular returns of rhyme. 

If my friends expeft any reafon -of the following 
compofures, and of the firft or fecond publication, I en- 
treat them to accept of this account. 

The title affures them that poefy is not the bufinefs of 
my life; and if I feized thofe hours of,leifure, wherein 
my foul was in a more fprightly frame, to entertain 
them or myfelf with a divine or moral fong, I hope I J 
fliall find an eaiy pardon. 

\^ 
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In the Firft Book are many odes which were written 
to aflift the mfditations and worfhip of vulgar ChnT- 
tiansy and with a defign to be publiflied in the volume 
«f hymns, which have now pafTed a fecond imprefTion | 
bbt upon the review, I found fome expreflions that 
were not fuited to the plained capacity, and the meta- 
phors are too bold to pleafe the weaker Chriftiaii : there- 
fore I have allotted them a place here. 

Amongft thefongs that are dedicated to Divine Love» 
I think I may be bold to alTcrt, that I never compofed 
one line of them with any other defign than what they 
are applied to here ; and I have endeavoured to fecure 
Aem all from being perverted and debafed to wanton 
pailiont, by feveral lines in them that can never be ap- 
plied to a meaner love. A>*e not the nobleil inftances 
of the grace of Chrift reprefented under the figure of a 
conjugal ftate, anddefcribcd in one of the fweetcft odes, 
and the fofteft paftoral that ever was written ? I appeal 
to Solomon *, in his Song, and his father David, in 
Pfal. xlv. if David was the author : and I am well af- 
ibred, that I have never indulged an equal licence : it 
was dangerous to imitate the facred writers too nearly, 
in fo nice an aifair. 

The " Poems facred to Virtue," &c« were formed 
when the frame and humour of my foul was juft fuited 
to the fubjeft of my verfe : the image of ray heart is 
painted in them ;.and if they meet with a reader whofe 

• Solomon's Song was much more in life among 
Preachers and writers of divinity when thefe poems 
were written than it is now. 1736. 
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akin to mine, perhaps they may agreeably enter- 
im. The dulnefs of the fancy, and coarfenefs of 
[ion, will difappear ; the famenefs of the humour 
-eate a pleafure, and infenfibly overcome and con- 
le defeats of the Mufe. Young gentlemen and 
, whofe genius and education have given them a 
of oratory and verfe, may be tempted to feck fa- 
ion among the dangerous diveriions of the ftage, 
ipure fonnets, if there be no proviiion of a fafcr 
nade to pleafe them. While I have attempted to 
f innocent fancy in this refpe£l, I have not for- 
to allure the heart to virtue, and to raife it 
difdain of brutal pleafures. The frequent in* 
tion of a devout thought may awaken the mind 
trious fenfe of God, religion, and eternity. The 
duty that might be defpifed in a fermon, when 
fed to their reafon, may here, perhaps, feize the 
faculties with furprize, delight, and devotion at 
i and thus, by degrees, draw the fupcrior powers 
mind to piety. Amongft the infinite numbers of 
ind, there is not more difference in their outward 
and features, than in their temper and inward in- 
;ion. Some are more eafily fufceptive of religion 
grave difcourfe and fedate reafoning. Some are 
righted from fin and ruin by terror, threatening, 
imazement 5 their fear is the propereft paffion to 
1 we can addrefs ourfelves, and begin the divine 
: others can feel no motive fo powerful as that 
I applies itfelf to their ingenuity, and their polifhed 
ination. Now I thought it lawful to take hold of 
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•any handle of the foul, to lead it away betime 
▼ieious pleafure« ; and if I could but make up a co 
lion of virtue and delight, fuited to the tafte of wel 
youth, and a refined education, I had fome h< 
allure and raife them thereby above the vile tempt 
of degenerate nature, and cuftom that is )'ct more 
aerate. When I have felt a flight inclination tc 
or burlefque, I thought it proper to fupprefs it. 
grinning and the growling Mufe are not hard t6 
tained 5 but I would difdain their afliftance, w! 
tnanly invitation to virtue, and a friendly fmile, r 
fuccefsfully employed. Could I perfuade any m 
a kinder method, I ihould never think it proper tc 
or laugh at him. 

- Perhaps there are fome morofe readers, that ftar 
Ay to condemn every line that is written up< 
theme of Love 5 but have we not the cares and ( 
]icities of that fort of focial life reprefented to us 
iacred writings ? Some expreflions are there ufed ' 
defign to give a mortifying influence to our foft 
fe£lions j others again brighten the character c 
ftate, and allure virtuous fouls to purfue the divi 
vantage of it, the mutual afliftance in the way to 
tion. Are not the cxxviith and cxxviiith Pfali 
4dited on this very fubje^l ? Shall it be lawful i 
prefs and the pulpit to treat of it with a becomi 
lemnity in profe, and mufl the mention of the 
thing in poefy be pronounced for ever unlawful ? 
utterly unworthy of a ferious charafter to write c 
argument, becaufo it has been unhappily pollu 
5 
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fomc fcurrilous pens ? Why may I not be permitted to 
obviate a common and a growing mifchief, while 9 
thoufand vile poems of the amorous kind fwarm 
abroad^ and give a vicious taint to the unwary reader f 
I would tell the world that I have endeavoured to reco* 
ver this argument out of the hands of impure writers* 
and td make it appear^ that virtue and love are not Aich 
firangers as they are reprefented. The blifsful inti- 
macy of fouls in that ftate will afford fufHcient fumi* 
tore for the grraveft entertainment in verfe ; fo that it 
need not be everlaftingly dreflfed-up in ridicule, nor af- 
fumed only to fumilh out the lewd fonnets of the times* 
May fome happier genius promote the fame fervice that 
I propofed, and by fuperior fenfe, and fweeter found» 
render what I have written contemptible and ufelefs. 

The imitations of that nobleft Latin poet of modem 
ages, Cafimire Sarbiewfki, of Poland, would need no 
excufe, did they but arife to the beauty of the original. 
I have often taken the freedom to add ten or twenty 
lines, or to leave out as many, tliat I might fuit my 
fung more to my own deiign* or becaufe I faw it impof- 
ilble to prefent the force, the finenefs, and the fire of his 
expreillon in our language. There are a few copies 
wherein I have borrowed fome hints from the fame au- 
thor, without the mention of his name in the title. 
Methinks I can allow fo fuperior a genius now and 
then to be laviih in his imagination, and to indulge 
iume excuriions beyond the limits of fcdate judgment c 
^ riches and glory of his vtrfe make atonement in 
D abun<* 
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abbndance; I vrifh Tome EngliAi pen would impo 
more of his treafures, and blefs our nation. 

The infcriptions to particular friends are warranti 
and defended hy the practice of almofl: all the Lyr 
writers. They frequently convey the rigid rules i 
morality to the mind in the fofter method of applauf! 
Suftainedby their examp}e,a man will not eaHly be o?e] 
whelmed by the heavieft cenfures of the unthinking an 
tmknowing j efpeciaJly when there is a (hadow of th 
practice in the divine Pfalmift, while he infcribes 1 
Afaph or Jeduthun his (bilgs that were made for tli 
harp, or (which is all one) his Lyric odes, though the 
are addrefled to God himfeif. 

In the " Poems of Heroic meafure," I have attempts 
in rhyme the fame variety of cadence, comma and perioc 
which blank verfe glories in as its peculiar eleganc 
and ornament. It degrades the excellency of the be; 
verfification when the lines run on by couplets, twent 
together, juft in the fame pace, and with the fame paufn 
It fpoils the noblcft pleafure of the found : the reader i 
tired with the tedious uniformity, or charmed to flee 
with the unmanly foftnefs of the numbers, and the pet 
petual chime of even cadences. 

In the " Eflays v^-ithout Rhyme," I have not fet U] 
Milton for a perfe6l pattern $ though he /hall be fo 
ever honoured as our deliverer from the bondage. Hi 
ivorks contain admirable and unequalled inftances o 
bright and beautiful diction, as well as majefty and (e 
renenefs of thoughts There are feveral epifodea in hii 
longer works, that ftand in fupreme dignity without i 
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all that yaft reircrence with which I remd 
*e Lofty cannot perfuade me to be channed 
page of it. The length of his periods, and 
of his parenthefesy runs me out of breath t 
I numbers feem too harih and uneafy. I could 
ve that roughncfs and obfcurity added any 
e true grandeur of a Poem : nor will I ever 
ilCtnSf exoticifms, and a quaint uncouthnefs 
in order to become perfe6lly Miltonian. It 
ion that blank verfe may be written with ail 
3n of thought in a modem (lyle, without bor- 
y thing from Chaucer''s tales, or ntnninjr 
as the da}** of Colin the Shepherd, and the 
e Fairy Qt«ecn. The oddnefs of an antique 
s but a faife pteafure to the ear, and abufes 
rlifh, eren when it works delight. There 
fuch judges of poefy among the old Romans^ 
d ingenioufly laughs at one of them, that 
I even to ' aftoniflmient with obfolete words 
•5 

nitufque legis terrai frugiferai." 
Irawn poftures and diftortions of ftiape that 
th in Chincfe pi£lures charm a iickly isncy 
:y aukwardnefs ; fo a diftempered appetite 
;oa1s and fand, and pronounce it guftful. 
indarics, I have generally conformed my lines 
er (Ize of the ancients, and avoided to imi- 
eflive lengths to which fome modern writers 
ed their fentences, and efpecially the con- 
fe. In thefe the ear is the trueft judge \ nor 
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ji::: :=:::: -mm z ix^tti. :a k ggsgrrHimi acd plea. 
Tsmz: ^sn -a icx. ii^ xiva liilgniti nxiL £x«raoo, wli 
^1 »tt: ie uzn -a xmL. I sir zic Ji i:kb zs to th 
-jcrsaR -HL :T2x::ri^ anr ii lIzil 3a 19 espy fio 
"soncx ^ T"'i^ Tyg ■ mttr'^r-'itrt^ j£ xuSBrxxBti in this 
'r.-nui 'sanoML zss. snc: vniuuc BmsaiAmcE:. TLcre l 
:rj:2S: X jj ^j* r i i r j eiweat zu« xnii :3js hennery in 
•innge: «c ariies^ IniSN mil -viujie ?urn.s as well aj 
ne TXT-OKa "ryaijoE^iin ^ m^: i: vcalJ be u(e 
lad ?m{Tr-7T^ sns i^ c::uf . J*ux« kt siv reader to cc 
^src nesx tiirsmruifE:. T!:e iLa:"'ri«s alio make 
Lsif KZ£ onaK, x:ii aucc i£ ib^i^ jszvc cesd of as m< 
2wfienSc9S as t^ i^r^sz. yLizx a Izce needs the 
t.i pc^^-l". Ac rsz^zir'y if h. sad icist a thought wa 
f »^.>.ir Urgca^ i» aiccs lad cuke it (hxne. Wide 
ftSti izi cqiil :=pcr£zitk$ isar be focnd, efpeci; 
sn the larger pieces ; bet 1 !iare at pceient neither in 
r.atiom nor leifare to corrrd, ^md I hope I never (h 
It i« one of thebiggeti^ fatisfactions I take in giv 
this volume to the world, that I expeSl to be for e^'er 1 
from the temptation of making or mending po< 
d'^/m *. So that my friends may be pcrfcftly fee 

• " NsMiramexpellasfarcalicety nlqoerccurret." H^ 
Will lliit (hort note of Horace excufe a man who ! 
trndcd nature many years, but h^s been fometir 
•veri'omc t 1736, Edition th« 7th. 

aga 
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ag:»in(l this impreflion's growing wafte upon their handV, 
and ufclefs as the former has done. Let minds that are 
better fumifhed for fuch performances purfue thefe ftu- 
dies, if they are convinced that poefy can be made fer- 
TJceahic to religion and virtue. As for myfelf, I al- 
moft blufh to think that 1 have read fo little, and writ- 
ten fo much. The following years of my life fhall be 
more entirely devoted to the immediate and dlrc6l la- 
boars of my ftation, excepting thofe hours that may be 
employed in finifliing my imitation of the Pfalms of 
David, in chriftfan language, which I have now pro- 
roifcd the world *. 

I cannot court the world to pnirchafe this book for 
their pleafure or entertainment, by telling them that 
any one copy entirely pleafes me. The beft of them 
finks below the idea which I form of a divine or moral 
ode. He that deals in the royfteries of Heaven, or of 
the Mufes, (hould be a genius of no vulgar mould : 
And as the name Vatcs belongs to both ; fo the furni- 
ture of both is comprifed in that line of Horace, 

" — — Cui mens divinior, atque os 

" Magna fonaturum— -'* 

But what Juvenal fpake in his age, abides true in 
ours : A compleat Poet or a Prophet is fuch a one ; 
«< — Qualem nequeo monftrare, & fentio tan turn." 

Perhaps neither of thefe charafters in perfef^ion /hull 
ever he feen on earth, till the feventh angel has founded 
his awful trumpet J till the victory be compleat over 

• In the year J719 thefe were finiflied and printed. 

D 3 the 
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die beaft end his image, when the natives of he 
ihall yoin in concert with prophets and faints, and 
to their golden harps *< falvation, honour and glo 
*^ Him that itts upon the throne, and to the Lam 
«« cver.^* 
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HORiELYRICiE. 

BOOK I. 
Sacred to Devotion and Piety. 



WORSHIPPING WITH FEAR. 

IT THO dares attempt th' eternal Name, 

^ ^ With notes of mortal found ? 
Dangers and glories guard the theme. 

And fpread defpair around. 
Beftru^lion waits t' obey his frown. 

And Heaven attends bis fmile ^ 
A wreath of lightning arms bis crown. 

But love adorns it ftill. 

Celeftial king, our fpirits lie. 

Trembling beneath thy feet, 
And wifli, and call a longing eye. 

To reach thy lofty feat, 

D 4. Whtii 
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DIVINE JUDGMENTS. 

^TOT from the dull my forrows fpring, 
•*• ^ Nor drop my comforts from the lower ikies ! 
Let all the baneful planets (hed 
Their mingled curfcs on my head. 
How vain their curfes, if th' Eternal King 
Look through the clouds and blefs me with his eye 
Creatures v/ith all their boalted fway 
Are but his ilaves, and muft obey j 
They wait their orders from above. 
And execute his wond, the vengeance, or the love. 

*Tis by a warrant from his hand 
The gentler gales are bound to fleep : 
Tke North wind blufters, and alTumes command 
Over the defert and the deep 5 
Old Boreas with his freezing powers 
Turns the earth iron, makes the ocean glafs, 
Arrefts the dancing rivulets as they pafs. 

And chains them movelefs to their fhores ; 
The grazing ox lows to the gelid fkies. 
Walks o'er the marble meads with withering eyics. 
Walks o'er the folid lakes, fnuiFs up the wind, and < 

Fly to the polar world, my fong, 
And mourn the pilgrims there, (a wretched throng 

SeizM and bound in rigid chains, 
A troop of ftatues on the Rufiian plains. 
And life ftands frozen in the purple veins. 

Athfiifl^ forbear | no more blafphenoe : 
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God has a thoufaod terrors in hit iuune> 

A thoufand armies at command} 

Waiting the fignal of his hand. 
And magazines of froft, and magazines cf flame* 

Drefs thee in fteel to meet his wrath j 

His (harp artillery from the North 
Shall pierce thee to the Covl, and (hake thy mortal frame* 

Sublime on Winter^s rugged wings 

He rides in anns along the (ky, 
Aad fcatters fate on fwains and kings ; 

And flocks and herds^ and nations die $ 

While impious lips, profanely bold. 
Grow pale ; and, quivering at his dreadful cold^ 

Give their own blafphemies the lie. 

The mifchiefs that infeft the earth. 
When the hot dog-ftar fires the realms on high, 

Drought and difeafe, and cruel dearth. 
Are but the fla(hes of a wrathful eye 

From the incens'd Divinity. 

In vain our parching palates third. 
For vital food in vain we cry, 

And pant for vital breath $ 

The verdant fields are burnt to duft. 

The Sun has drunk the channels dry, 
And all the air is death. 

Ye fcourgcs of Aur Maker's rod. 
Til at his dread command, at his imperial nod. 

You deal your various plagues abroad. 

c Hail, 
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Haily wrhtrlwinds, hurricanes, and floods^ 
That all the leafy ftandards ftrip, 
And bear down vrith a njighly fwccp 

The tithes of the fields, and honours of tht woods 
Storms, that ravage o'er the deep. 
And bury milHons in the waves ; 
Earthquakes, that in midnight fleep 

Turn cities into heaps, and make our beds otir gi*a 
While you difpenfe your mortal harms, 

*Tis the Creator's voice that founds your loud alan 

When guilt with louder cries provokes a God to ai 

for a meiiage from above 
To bear my fpirits up 1 

Some pledge of my Creator's love 
To calm my terrore anil fupport my hope ? 

Let 'Waves and thunders mix and roar. 
Be thou my God, and the whole world is mintt 
While thou art Sovereign, I'm fecure j 

1 ihall be rich till thou art poor ; 

For all I fear, and all I wilh. Heaven, Earth, and 
ai'e thine. 

EARTH AND HEAVEN. 

TT AST thou not feen, impatient boy ? 
•■■ "* ' Haft thou not read the folemn truth. 
That grey experience writes for giddy youth 
,. , On every mortal Joy ? 

Plcj 
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Pleafure muft be dafhM with pain : 

And yet, with heedlefs hade. 

The thirfty boy repeats the tafte. 
Nor hearkens to defpair, bm tries the bowl again. 
The rills of pleafure never run iincere : 

(Earth has no unpolluted fpring) 
From the cursM foil ibme dangerous taint they bear| 
So rofes grow on thorns, and honey wears a fting. 

Iq vain we feek a Heaven below the (kyj 

The world has falfe, but flattering, charms t 

its didant joys (how big in our efteem. 

Bat leffen ftill as they draw near the eye i 
In our embrace the vidons die, 
And when we grafp the aiVy forms« 
We lofe the pleaiing dream. 

Earth, with her fcenes of gay delight, 

Is but a landikip rudely drawn, 

With glaring colours, and falfe light; 

Diftance commends it to the iight. 
For fools to gaze upon ; 

But bring the naufeous daubing nigh, 
Coarfe and confusM the hideous figures lie, 
Difiblve the pleafure, and offend the eye. 

Look up, my foul, pant tow'rd th' eternal hills 5 

Thofe Heavens are fairer than they feem ; 
There pleafures all (incere glide on in cryflal rills, . 
There not a dreg of guilt defiles, 
Nor grief difturbs the ibeam* 

7 That 
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That Canaan knows no noxious thing. 
No curfed foil, no tainted fprfng. 
Nor rofes grow oit thorns, nor honey wears a ftii 

FELICITY ABOVE- 

"^^"O, His in vain to feek for blifs 5 
-*"^ For blifs can ne'er be found 
Till we arrive where Jefa« is, 
And tread on heavenly ground. 

There 's nothing round theft painted (kies, 

Or round this dufty clod ; 
Nothing, my foul, that "s worth thy Joys, 

Or lovely as thy God. 

*Tis Heaven on Earth to tafte his love, 

To feel his quickening grace ; 
And all the Heaven I hope above 

Is but to fee his face. 

Why move my years in flow delay ? 

O God of ages ! why ? 
Let the fpheres cleave, and mark my way 

To the fupcrior flcy. 

Dear Sovereign, break thefe vital firings 

That bind me to my day $ 
Take me, l^riel, on thy wings. 

And ftretch and foar away. 

G( 
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GOD's Dominion and Dscrbei, 

l/EEP filcncc, all created things, 
'^*' And wait your Maker's nod : 
The Mufc ftands trembling while ihe fings 
The honours of her God. 

Life, Death, and Hell, and worlds unknown 

Hang on his firm decree : 
He fits on no precarious throne, 

Nor borrows leave to be. 

Th' almighty voice bid ancient Night 

Her endlefs realms refign. 
And lo, ten thoufand globes of light 

In fields of azure fhine. 

Now Wifdom with fuperior fway 

Guides the vail moving frame, 
Wbilft all the ranks of being pay 

Deep reverence to his name. 

Hetpake; the fun obedient ftood, 

And held the falling day : 
Old Jordan backward drives his flood, 

And difappoints the fca. 

Lord of the armies of the (ky. 

He marfhals all the (lars ; 
Red comets lift their banners high. 

And wide proclaim his wars. 



Chained 
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ChainM to his throne a volume lies^ 

With all the fates of men, 
With cfcry angers form and Cze, 

Drawn by th' eternal pen. 

His providence unfolds the book. 
And makes his counfels fhine : 

Each opening leaf, and every (Iroke, 
Fulfils fome deep defign. 

Here he exalts negle6^ed worms 

To fceptres and a crown ; 
Anon the following page he turns. 

And treads the monarch down. 

Not Gabriel alks the reafon why. 

Nor God the reafon gives j 
Nor dares the favoarite-angel pry 

Between the folded leaves. 
My God, I never long'd to fee 

My fate with curious eyes. 
What gloomy lines are writ for -me. 

Or what bright fcenes (hall rife. 

In thy fair book of life and grace 

May I but find my name, 
Recorded in fome 'humble place 

Beneath my Lord the Lamb^ 
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SELF-CONSECRATION. 

jr grieves me, Lord, it grieves me fore> 

That I have liv'd to thee no more. 

And waAed half nay days $ 

My inward power (hall bum and flame 

With zeal and pailion for thy name> 
I wooid not fpeak, but for my God, nor move, but to 
his praii€« 

What are my eyes but aids to fee 
The glories of the Deity 
InfcriVd with beams of light 
On flowers and ftars ^ Lord, I behold 
The fhining azure, green and gold ; 
But when I try to read thy name, a dimnefs veils my 
fight. 

Mine ears are rais'd when Virgil fings 

Sicilian fwains, or Trojan kings. 

And drink the muiic in t 
Why ihould the trumpet's brazen voice. 

Or oaten reed, awake my joys. 
And yet my heart fo ftupid lie when facred hymns begin ? 

Change me, O God 5 my flefli fliall be 
An inftrument of fong to thee, 
And thou the notes infpire; 

My tongue fliall keep the heavenly ehime, 

My chearful pulfe /hall beat the time, 
And fweet variety of found Aall in thy pmfe coiv^Y^te. 
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The dearcft nerve about my heart. 
Should it refufe to bear a part. 

With my melodious breath, 
I'd tear away the vital chord, 
A bloody vi6lim to my Lord, 
And live without that impious firing, or (hew my zea 

in death. 



The CREATOR and Creatures, 

/^ OD is a name my foul adores, 

^^ Th' Almighty Three, th* Eternal One; 

Nature and grace-, with all their powers, 
Confefs the Infinite Unknown. 

From thy Great Self thy being fprings | 
Thou art thine own original, 
Made up of uncreated things. 
And Self-fufiicience bears them all. 

Thy Voice producM the feas and fpheres. 
Bid the waves roar, and planets (hine j 
But nothing like thy Self appears. 
Through all thefe fpacious works of thine. 
Still reftlefs Nature dies and grows j 
From change to change the creatures run s 
Thy being no fucceflion knows. 
And all tl\y vaft defigns are one : 

2 * .A glan( 
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A glance of thine runs through, the globes, 
Kules the bnght worlds, and moves their fi-ame i 
Sroad iheets of light compofe thy robes ; 
Thy guards are formM of living fiame. 

Thrones and dominions round thee fall* 
And worihip in fubmiilive forms j 
Thy prefence (hakes this lower ball. 
This little dwelling-place of worms. 

How ihall afirighted mortals dare 
To ilng thy glory or thy grace. 
Beneath thy feet we lie fo far. 
And fee but (hadows of thy face ? 

Who can behold the blazing light ? 
Who can approach confuming Aame f 
None but thy wifdom knows thy might ; 
None but thy word can fpeak thy name. 

The nativity of CHRIST. 

' CHEPHERDS, rejoice, lift up your eyes, 

** And fend your fears away j 
' News from the region of the (kies, 
" Salvation 's born to-day. 

Jefus, the God whom Angels fear, 

" Comes down to dwell with you ; 
To-day he makes his entrance here, 

"" But not as monarchs do. 

E 2 « V^ 
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**» No gold, nor purple fwaddling-bands, 

" Nor royal fhining things j 
*** A manger for his cradle ftands, 

** And holdsthe King of kings. 

** Go, Shepherds, where the Infant lies^ 

*' And fee his humble throne $ 
** With tears of joy in all your eyes, 

« Go, Shepherds, kifs the Son.'* 

Thus Gabriel fang, and (Irait around 

The heavenly armies throng, 
They tune their harps to lofty found. 

And thus conclude the fong : 

** Glory to God that reigns above, 
** Let peace furround the earth ; 

<* Mortals (hall know their Maker's love, 
« At their Redeemer's birth." 

Lord ! and (hall angels have their fongSy 

And men no tunes to raife i 
O may we lo e thefe ufelefs tongues 

When they forget to praife I 

Glory to .God that reigns above. 

That pitied us forlorn, 
We join to fing our Maker'^ love. 

For there '« a Saviour boni. 
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GOD GLORIOUS^ A.ND SiNNERS SAVKD. 

kTKER, how wide thy grjocy fhincs ! 
How high thy wonders rife 1 
vn through the earth hy thoufand iignsy. 
'>y thoufand through the ikies. 

c mighty orbs proclaim thy power, 
'heir motions fpeak thy ikill ; 
on the wings of every hour,, 
i^e read thy patience ftill. 

of thy name divtnely (lands 
n all thy creatures writ, 
(hew the labour of thine hands,, 
r imprefs of thy feet. 

vhen we view thy ftrange defign 

fave rebellious worms, 

-e vengeance and companion join 

1 their divineft forms y 

houghts are loft in reverend awe : 

ic love and we adore ; 

firft arch-angel never faw 

3 much of God before. 

the whole Deity is known, 

or dares a creature guefs 

:h of the glories brighteft fhcnfr 

'he juftice or the grace. 

E 3 ^n\\u\ 
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When finncrs broke the father's laws. 

The dying fon atones ; 
Oh, the dear myfteries of his crofs ! 

The triumph of his groans ! 

Now the full glories of the Lan>b 

Adora the heavenly plains $ 
Sweet Cherubs learn Immanuel's name. 

And try their choiccft ftrains. 

O may I bear fome humble part 

In that immortal /bng ! 
Wonder and Joys (hall tune my heart, 

And love command my tongue. 

THE HUMBLE ENQJJIRY. 

A French Sonnet imitated. 1695. 

*« Grand Dieu, tes Jugemens, &c.*' 

/^ RACE rules below, and fits enthron'd above, 
^-^ How few the fparks of wrath ! how flow they mo^ 
And drop and die in boundlefs fea» of love \ 

But me, vile wretch ! (hould pitying love embrace 

Deep in its ocean, hell itfelf would blaze, 

And flafh, and burn me through the boundlefs Teas. 

Yea, Lord, my guilt to fuch a vaftnefs grown 
Seems to confine thy choice to wrath alone. 
And calls thy power to viikdvcaU thy throne. 
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Thine honour bids^ *' Avenge thine injurM name/* 
Thy flighted Jove« a dreadful glory claim, 
While my moift tears might but incenfe thy flame. 
Should heaven grow black, almighty thunder roar, 
And vengeanc^^ blall me, I could plead no more. 
But own thy juftice dying, and adore. 

Yet can thofe bolts of death that cleave the flood 

To reach a rcbeh, pierce this facred fliroud, 

Ting'd in the vital (faxam of my redeemer's blood. ' 

THE PENITENT PARDONED. 

LIENCE from my foul, my fms, depart, 

"*• Your fatal friendftiip now I fee ; 
Long have you dwelt too near ray hearty. 
Hence, to eternal diftance flee. 

Ye gave my dying Lord his wound. 
Yet I carefsM your viperous brood. 
And in my heart-ftrings InppM you round. 
You, the vile murderers of my God. 

Black heavy thoughts, like mountains, roll 
Or my poor breafl", with boding fears. 
And, crufiiing hard my tortur'd foul. 
Wring through uiy eyes the briny tears. 

Forgive my treafons. Prince of Grace I 
The bloody Jews were traitors too. 
Yet thou haft pray'd for that curs'd race, 
" Father, the/ know not what they do» ' 

E 4 Oi 
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Great advocate, look down and fee 

A wretch, whofe fmarting forrows bleed j 

plead the fame excufe for me ! 
For, Lord, I knew not what I did. 

Peace, my complaints ; let every groaa 
Be ftill, and filenee wait his love $ 
CompafHons dwell araidft his throne. 
And through his inmoft bowels move.^ 

Lo, from the everlafting ikies, 
Gently, as morning-dews diftil. 
The dove immortal downward flies,. 
With peaceftrl olive in hrs bill. 
How fweet the voice of pardon founds F 
Sweet the relief to deep diftrefs ! 

1 feel the balm that heals my wonnds. 
And all my powers adore the grace^ 

A Hymn of pRAjfsE for three great Sab 
Vi 2. 

1. From the Spanifli Invafion, 1588. 
a. From the Gun-powder Plot, Nov. 5. 
^. From Popery and Slavery by K. WiLl 
Glorious Memory, who landed, Nov. 5, 16I 
Gompofed, Nov. « 

JNFINITE God, thy counfels ftand 
Like mountains of eternal brafs. 
Pillars to prop our finking land, 
Cfguardism rocks to break iIm Sa^%% 
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From pole to pole thy name is known. 
Thee a whole heaven of angels pralfe ; 
Our labounng tongues would reach thy throne 
With the loud triuiii{^» of thy grace* 

Part of thy church, by thy command. 
Stands raisM upon the Brkifb ifles ; 
** There," faid tlic Lord, ** to ages ftand, 
*' Firm as the everlaftmg hiils/^ 

In vain the Spanifb ocean roared; 
It^ billows fweird againft our (hore> 
Irs billows funk beneath thy word. 
With all the floating war they bore. 

Come, faid the fons of bleody Rome, 

Let us provfde new arms from hell : 

And down they digg'd through earth*s dark womb> 

And ranfack'd all the burning cell. 

Old Satan lent them fiery ftores. 
Infernal coal, and fulphurous flame. 
And all that bums, aivd all that roars. 
Outrageous fires of dreadful name» 

Beneath the fenate and the throne, 
Engines of belli fh thmider lay ; 
There the dark feeds of fire were (own. 
To fpring a bright, but difmal day. 

Thy Love beheld the black defign. 
Thy Love that guards oar idand round ; 
Strange ! how it quench'd the fiery mine, 
And crulb'd the tenipeft under gix»uiid» 

Th B 
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The Second Part. 

A SSUM£» my tongue, a nobler ftrahiy 
** Sing the new wonders of the Lord j 
The foes revive their powers again. 
Again they die beneath bis fword. 

Dark as our thoughts our minutes roll. 

While tyranny poflefs'd the throne. 

And murderers of an Iriih foul 

Kan, threatening death, through every town- 

The Romifh pricft, and Britiih prince, 
Join'd their bed force, and blacked charms, * 
And the fierce troops of neighbouring France 
Offered the fervice of their arms. 

* Tis done, they cry^d, and laugVd aloud. 
The courts of darknefs rang with joy, 
Th* old Serpent hifs'd, and hell grew proud. 
While Zion moum'd her ruin nigh* 

But lo, the great deliverer fails, 
Commidion'd from Jehovah's hand. 
And fmiling feas, and wifhing gale8> 
Convey him to the longing land. 

The happy day*, and happy year. 

Both in onr new falvation meet t 

The day t that quenchM the burning fnare. 

The year that burnt th* invading fleet. 

• Nov. 5> xj6iU. -^/Not* s> « S^^. 
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Now did thine arm, O God of Hofts, 
Now did thine arm fliine dazling bright. 
The Tons of might their hands had loft. 
And men of blood forgot to fight. 

Brigade* of angels lin'd the way. 
And guarded William to his throne t 
There, ye celeliial warriors, ftay. 
And make his palace like your own. 

Then, mighty God, the earth fliall know 
And learn the worftiip of the flcy : 
Angels and Britons join htflow, 
To raife their Hallelujahs high. 

All Hallelujah, heavenly King ; 
While diftant lands thy vi6lory (ing, 
And tongues their utmoft powers employ. 
The world's bright roof repeats the joy, 

THE INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 

PAR in the heavens my God retires. 

My God, the mark of my defircs. 
And hides his lovely face j 

When he defcends within my view. 

He charms my reafon to purAie, 
But leaves it tirM and fainting in th* unequal chace. 

Or if I reach imufual height 

Till near his prefence brought. 
There floods of glory check my flight. 
Cramp the hold pinions of my w\t| 
• ^ Aad»ll untune my thought \ 
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Plunged in a Tea of light I roll. 
Where wir4oiii9 )Qftice, nercjy flaiiesi 
Infinite rays in croffing lines 
Beat thickconfufion on my fight, and ovenrheU 

Come to my aid, ye fellow-minds,. 
And help nw reach the throne; 
(What fingle ftrength, in yain defigns» 
United force hath done $ 
Thut worms may join, and graip the pole 

Thus atoms fill the fea) 
But the v/hole race of creature-fouls 
Stretched to their laft extent of thought, plunj 
loft in thee. 
Great God, behold my reafon lies 
Adoring j yet my love would rife 

On pinions not her own : 
Faith (hall direft her humble flight. 
Through all the tracklcfs feas of light. 
To Thee, th' Eternal Fair, the Infinite Unkn< 

DEATH ANB ETERNIT 

T^^Y thoughts, that often mount the (kies, 
■^^'*' Go, fearch the world beneath. 
Where nature in all ruin lies. 
And owns her fovercign, death. 

The tyrant, how he triumphs here f 

His trophies fpread around ! 
And heaps of duft and bones appear 

Through sdl the hollow gto\iiid« 
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(kullsy what ghaftly figures now I 

r loathfomc to the eyes ! 

re the heads we lately knew 

)eauteous and fo wiie. 

here the fouls, thofe deathlefs things. 

It left hw dying clay ? 

oughts, now ftretck otit all your wtngsb 

1 trace eternity^ 

unfathona^Ie fca1 
tfe deeps without a (horel 
! living waters gently play, 
iery billows roar. 

m'uft we leave the banks of life, 
I try this doubtful fea 5 
re our groans, and dying ilrife, 
gain a moment's ftay. 

we ihall fwim in heavenly blifs, 
ink in flaming waves, 
the pale carcafs thoughtlefs lies, 
ongft the iilent graves. 

learty friend fhall drop his tear 
our dry bones, and fay, 
fe once were ftrong, a^ mine appear, 
.nd mine muft be as they." 

fhall our mouldering members teach 
at now our fenfes learn : 
ifl and afhes loudeft preaoh 
n's iniinite concerts 
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A Sight of Heaven in Sicknes! 

/^ FT have I fat in fecrct fighs, 
^^ To feel my flefli decay, 
Then groan'd aloud with frighted eyes. 
To view the tottering clay. 

But I forbid my forrows now, 

Nor dares the flefh complain ^s 
Difeafes bring their profit too ,; 

The joy overcomes tl^e pain. 

My chearful foul now all the day 

Sits waiting here and fmgs 5 
Looks through the ruins of her clay.^ 

And praflifes her wings. 

Faith almoft changes into fight. 

While from afar (he fpies. 
Her fair inheritance, in light 

Above created fkies. 

Had but the prifon walls been ftrong^ 

And firm without a flaw, 
In darknefs Ihe had dwelt too long, 

And lefs of glory faw. 

But now the everlafting hills 

Through every chink appear, 
And fomething of the Joy (he feele 

While (he 's a prifoner here* 
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rbe ihines of heaven niih fweetly m 

At all the gaping flaws : 
Tifions of endlefs hlifs are (een;$ 

Asd native air ihe draws. 

may thefe walls (land tottering ftill. 

The breaches never clofe. 
If I muft hereiin darknefs dwell. 

And all this glory lofe ! 

Or rather let this fleih decay. 

The ruins wider grow. 
Till glad to fee th' enlarged way, 

Iftretch'd my pinions through. 

The universal HALLELUJAH* 

Pfalm cxlviii. Paraphrased. 

pRAISE ye the Lord with joyful tongue. 

Ye powers that guard his throne j 
JcAis the Man (hall lead the fong. 
The God infpire the tune. 

jabriel, and alloth* immortal choir 

That fill the realms above ; 
'ing ; for he form'd you of his fire. 

And feeds you with his love. 

hine to his praJfe, ye cryftal fkies. 

The floor of his abode, 
>r veil your Jittle twinkling eyes 

Before a brighter<7od. 
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Thou reftlfifs globe of gokkn iighty 
Whofe beams create our days. 

Join with the filvcr queen of night. 
To own your borrowed rays. 

Blufh and refund the honours paid 

To your inferior names t 
Tell the blind world, your orbs are fed 

By his overflowing flames. 

Winds, ye Ihall bear his name aloud 

Through the ethereal blue. 
For when his chariot is a cloud. 

He makes his wheels of you. 

Thunder and hail, and fires and florms. 

The troops of his command. 
Appear in all your dreadful forms. 

And fpeak his awful hind. 

Shout to the Lord, ye furging feas, 

In your eternal roar ; 
Let wave to wave refound his praife. 

And (hore reply to ihore : 
While monfters fporting on the flood. 

In fcaly filver fliine. 
Speak terribly their Maker-God, 

And lafh the foaming brine. 

But gentler things ihall tune his name 

To fofter notes than thefe, 
Young zephyrs breathing o>r the ftreant. 

Or whiipering through the trees. 
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Wave your tall heads, ye lofty pines^ 

To him that bid you grow t 
Sweet cluftersy bend the fruitful vines 

On every thankful bough. 

Let the fhrill birds his honour raife. 

And climb the morning-iky } 
While groveling beads attempt his praiit ' 

In hoarfer harmony. 

Thus while the meaner creatures {ing> 

Ve mortals^ take the found, 
Echo the glories of your king, 

Through all the nations round* 

Th* Eternal Name muft fly abroad 

From Britain to Japan ; 
And the whole race ihall bow to God, 

That owns the name of man. 

The ATHEIST'S MISTAKE. 

T AUGH, ye prophane, and fwell and burft 
^ With bold impiety : 
Yet (hall ye live for ever curs*d« 
And feek in vain to die. 

The gafp of your expiring breath 

CoDfigns your fouls to chains^ 
By the lad agonies of death. 

Sent down to fiercer pains. 

F Yc 
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Ye ftand upon a dreadfai fieep. 

And all beneath is hell : 
Your weighty guilt will iink you dscp. 
Where the old ferpcnt fell. 

When iron flumber&bind your flefli. 
With ftrange furprize you Ml 6nd 

Immortal vigour fpring afreih. 
And tortures wake the mind ! 

Then you 'II confefs, the frightful naines 
Of plagues you fcornM before. 

No more (liall look like idle dreams^ 
Like foolifh tales no more. 

Then (hall ye curfe that fatal day, 
(With flames upon your tongues) 

Wl)cn you exchanged your fouls away 
For vanity and fongs. 

Behold the faints rejoice to die, 

For heaven fhines round their heads ^ 

And angel -guards, prepared to fly. 
Attend their fainting beds. 

Their long:ng fpirits part, and rife 

To their celeftial feat 5 
Above thefe ruinahle (kies 

They make their laft retreat. 

Hence, ye prophane, I hate your ways, 

I walk with pious fouls $ 
There 's a wide difference jn our race. 

And diftant are our goals. 
7 



LtRIC POEMS, Book I. 67 



The LAW g:ven at SINAI. 

ARM thee with thunder, heavenly Mufe, 

And keep th" expelling world in awe j 
Oft haft thou fung in gentler mood 
The melting mercies of thy God 5 
Now give thy fierceft fires a loofe, 
And found his dreadful law : 
To Ifrael firft the words were fpoke, 
To Ifrael freed from Egypt's yoke, 
Ir.human hondage ! The hard galling load 
Ovcr-prefs'd their feeble fonis, 
Bent their knees to fenfelefs bulls, 
And broke their tics to God. 

*»ow had they pafs'd th' Arabian bay, 

And march'd between the cleaving fea ; 
The riijng waves ftood guardians of thc-ir wondrous way. 
But fell with mod impetuous force 

On the purfuing fwanns, 
An-.i bury'd Egypt all in arms, 
Bl'.nding in watery death the rider and the horfe i 
Oerftroggling Pharaoh roll'd the mighty tide, 
And fav'd the labours of a pyramid. 
Apis and Ore in vain he cries, 
And all his horned Gods befide, 
He fwallows fate with fwimming eyes. 
And curs'd the Hebrews as he dy'd. 

F » Ah! 
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Ah ! foolifh Ifrael, to comply 
With Memphian idolatry ! 

And bow to brutes, (a ftupid flaTc) 
To idols impotent to fave ! 

Jithold thy God» the fovereign of the Ikj, 
lias wrought falvation in the dtep^ 
Has bound thy foes in iron deep. 

And raisM thine honours higli t 
His grace forgives thy follies pai^ 
Behold he comes in majefty. 
And Sinai*s top proclaims his law s 
Prepare to meet thy God in hafte § 
But keep an awful diftance ftill : 
Let Mofes round the facrtfd hill 
The circling limits draw. 

Hark ! The (hrill echoes of the trumpet roar 
And call the trembling armies near i 
Slow and unwilling they appear, 
Kails kept them from the mount before. 
Now from the rails their fear : 

*Twas the fame herald, and the trump the fa 
Which (hall be blown by high commandy 
Shall bid the wheels of nature ftand. 
And heaven*s eternal will proclaim. 
That time fliall be no more. 

Thus while the labouring angel fwelPd the A 
And rent the ikies, and ihook the ground, 
Up rofe th' Almighty ; round his fapphire fes 
7 
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Adoring thrones in order fell ; 

The leiler powers at diftance dwell, 

nd caft their glories down fucceflive at his feet : 

Gabriel the Great prepares his way. 

Lift up your heads, Eternal doors," he cries ; 

»Th' Eternal doors his word obey. 

Open, and (hoot celeftial day 

Upon the lower flcics. 
Heaven*s mighty pillars bow*d their head. 

As their Creator bid, 
nd down Jehovah rode from the fuperior fphere, 
iioafand guards before, and myriads in the rear. 

His chariot was a pitchy cloud. 

The wheels befet with burning gems 5 

The winds in harnefs with the flames 

Flew o'er th' ethereal road : 
Down through his magazines he paft 
Of hail, and ice, and fleecy fnow, 
swift roll'd the triumph, and as fa ft 
i hail, and ice, in melted rivers flow. 
The day was mingled with the night, 
> feet on folid darknefs trod, 
rlis radiant eyes proclaimed the God, 

And fcatter'd dreadful light 5 
breath'd, and fulphur ran, a fiery ftream : 
fpoke, and (though with unknown fpeed he came) 
id the flow tcmpefl, and the lagging flame. 

Sinai received his glorious flight, 
ith axle red» and glowing wheel» 

¥ 3 l^iA 
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Did the winged chariot light, 
And riling fmoke obfcurM the burning hill. 
Lo, it mounts in curling waves, 
Lo, the gloomy pride out-braves 
The ftately pyramids of fire : 
The pyramids to heaven afpire, 
And mix with ftars, butfee their gloomy ofFsprir 
So have you feen ungrateful ivy grow 
Round the tall oak tliat ilx fcore years has doc 
And proudly (hoot a leaf or two 
Above its kind Aipporters utraoft bough. 
And glory there to Hand the loftied of the w< 

Forbear, young Mufe, forbear ; 
The flowery things that poets fay. 
The little ajts of Simile 

Are vain and ufelefs here j 
Nor (liall the burning hills of old 

With Sinai be compared. 
Nor all that jying Greece has told. 

Or learned Rome has heard ; 
^tna (hall be nam'd no more, 
^tna the torch of Sicily j 
Not half fo'high 
- Her lightnings fly. 
Not half fo loud her thunders roar 
Crofs the Sicanian fea, to fright th' Italian fh 
Behold the facred hill : Its trembling fpire 
Quakes at the terrors of the fire. 
While all below its verdant feet 
Stagger and reel under th' Almighty weight : 
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a greater than feign'd Atlas' load 
inM the mount ; it never bore 

before, 
id (hook beneadi the burden of a Go<f« 

'ors feize the can>p i defpair, 
g groans, torment the air, 
ks, and fwoons, and deaths were there t 
ng thunder, and the lightning's blaze 
rough the hoft a wild amaze \ 
, every foul, and pale was every face i 
and difmal were the cries^ 
s fpeak, or Ifrasl dies : 
! fpreadin^ terror feels, 
the Man of God conceals 
vering and furprize : 
h recovering mind, commands 
deep attention, through the Hebrew bands. 

om the centre of tjie flame, 

d and feather'd with the fame, 

inds break through the fmoaky cloud s 

1 the All-creating tongue, 

cherubs guard the words along, 

heir fiery law to the rcfreating crowd. 

le Lord : 'Tis I proclaim 
jlorious and that fearful name, 
jod and King : *Twas I, that broke 
ondage, and th* Egyptian yoke j 
is the right to fpeak my will, 
hine tlie duty to fulfil. 

F 4 *« AdofC 



7* WATTS'S POEMS. 

'< Adort no God befide Me, to provoke mine eyes t 
"Nor worihip Me in /hapes and forms that nien devife ; 
*' With reverence nfe my name, nor turn my words to Jeft ; 
*' Qbferve my fabbath well, nor dare propbane my ctft } 
'' Honour and due obedience to thy parents give ; 
** Nor fpill the guiltlefa blood, nor let the guilty live : 
•* Preferve thy body chafte, and flee th' unlawful bed ; 
*' Nor fhal thy neighbour's gold, his garment, or his 

** bread} 
** Porbear to blaft his name with falfehood, or deceit j 
** N6r let thy wiihcs loofe upon his large eftate," 

Remember your C r e a t o n, &c. Ecclef. xiu 

/CHILDREN, to your Creator, God, 
^^ Your early honours pay, 
While vanity and youthful blood 
Would ittQpt your thoughts aftray. 

The memory of his mighty name. 

Demands your firft regard ; 
JJor dare indulge a meaner flame. 

Till you have lov'd the L.oni. 

Be wife, and make his favour fure» « 

Before the mournful days. 
When youth and mirth are known no more» 

And life and ftrength decays. 

No more the bleflings of a feaft 
Shall relifh on the "tongue, [ 
The heavy ear forgets the taft^' 
, Arkiple^uxe of a fong^ Old 
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Old age, with all her difmal train. 

Invades your golden years 
With fighs and groans, and raging pain> 

And death, that never fpares. 

What will ye do when light departs. 

And leaves your withering eyes, 
Without one beam to chear your hearts. 

From the fupcrior (kies ? 

How will you meet God's frowning bi"ow. 

Or (land before his feat. 
While nature^s old fupporters bow, 

Nor bear their tottering weight ? 

Can you expeft your feeble anns. 

Shall make a ftrong defence, 
When death, with terrible alarms. 

Summons the prifoner hence ? 

The filver bands of nature buril. 

And let the building fall ; 
The flefh goes down to mix with duft, 

its vile original* 

Laden with guilt, (a heavy load) 

Uncleans'd and unforgiven, 
Tlie foul returns t* an angry God, 

To be ihut out from h^vea. 



Sun, 



7+ 
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San, Moon, and Stars, prai/e ye tl: 



FAIREST of all the li^^hts above. 
Thou fun, whole beams adorn the 
An(\ with un weary 'd f-vlftnefs move. 
To form the circles of our years j 

Praifc the Creator of the fkies. 
That dref&V) thine orb in golden rays ; 
Or may the fun forget to rife. 
If he forget his Maker's praifc. 

Thou reigning beauty of the night. 
Fair queen of filencc, filver moon, 
Whofe gentle beams and borrow'd light 
Are fofter rivals of the noon ; 

Arifei and to that Sovereign Power 
Waxing and waning honours pay. 
Who bade thee rule the dullcy hour. 
And half fupply the abfent day. 

Ye twinkling ftars, who gild the ikies 
When darknefs has its curtains drawn. 
Who keep your watch, with wakeful c] 
When bufincfs, cares, and day, are goE 
Proclaim the glories of your Lord, 
Difpcrs'd through all the heavenly ftreet 
Whofe boundlefs treafures can afford 
80 rich a pavement for his feet. 
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jou heaven of beavens, fupremely bright, 

ir palace of the court divine, 

here, with inimitable light, 

le Godhead condefcends to (hine ; 

•aife thou thy great Inhabitant, 
"ho fcatters lovely beams of grace 
1 every angel, every faint, 
)r veils the luftre of his face. 

God of Glory, God pf Love, 
lou art the fun that makes our days: 
ith all thy (hining works above, 
t earth and duft attempt thy praife* 

HE WELCOME MESSENGER. 

ORD, when we fee a faint of thine 
' Lie gafping out his breath, 
th longing eyes, and looks divine, 
smiling and pleasM in death ^ 

w we could ev'n contend to lay 
)ur limbs upon that bed ! 
; a(k thine envoy to convey 
)ur fpiiits in his (lead. 

r fouls are rifing on the wing. 
To venture in his place 5 
when grim death has loft his fting, 
le has an angel's face. 

Jefuf, 
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Jeitts, ti:eiiy purge my crimes away» 

^Tis guilt creates my fears, 
*Tis giiilt gives death its fierce array. 

And ail the arms it bears. 

Oh ! if my threatening fins were gone^ 
And death had loft his fting» 

I could invite the angel on. 
And chide his laiy wing. 

Away thefe interpofing days. 

And let the iovers meet $ 
The angel has a cold embrace. 

But kind, and foft, and fweet. 

I 'd leap at once my fe verity years, 

I M ru(h into his arms. 
And lofe my breath, and all my cares^ 

Amidft thoTe heavenly charms* 

Joyful IM lay this body down. 

And leave the lifelefs clay. 
Without a figh, without a groan. 

And ftretch and ioar away. 

SINCERE PRAIS 

A LMIGHTY Maker, God! 
•*^ How wondrous is thy name ! 
Thy glories how diffused abroad 
Through the creation^s frame \ 
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Nature in every drefs 
Her humble homage pays. 
And finds a thoufand ways t* expreA 
Thine undiflTembled praiie. 

Id native white and red 
The rofc and lily ftand. 
And, firee from pride, tl^eir beauties fpread. 
To ihew thy (kilful hand. 

The lark mounts up tfte iky. 
With unambitious^ng. 
And bears her Maker^s pr^fe on high 
Upon her artlefs tongue. 

My foul would rife and iing 
To her Creator too. 
Fain would my tongue adore my King, 
And pay the wor(hip due. 

Bot pride, that bufy fin, 
S|ioil8 all that I perform j 
^on*d pride, that creeps fecurely in. 
And fwelk a haughty worm. 

Thy glories I abate, 
Or prai je thee with defign 5 
ome of the favours I forget. 
Or think the merit mine. 

The very fongs I frame 
Are faithlefs to thy caufe, 
md fteal the honours of thy name 
To build their own applaufe. 
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Create my foul anew, 
Elfe all my worfliip 's vain ; 
This wretched heart will ne'er be true. 
Until 'tis form'd again, 

Dcfcend, celeftial fire. 
And fcire me from afeove; 
Melt me in flames of pure defire, 
A facxifice to love. 

Let joy and wor/hip fpend 
The remn:^nt of my days, 
And to my God, my foul, afcend, 
In fweet perfumes of praife. 

TRJJE LEARNING. 

Partly imitated fron^ a French Sonnet of Mr. Poi 

TT APPY the feet that (hining Truth has led, 
J- -*• With her own hand to tread the path ihe pie 
To fee her native luftre round her fpread. 

Without a veil, without a (hade, 
All beauty, and all light, as in herfelf ihe Is. 

Our fenfes cheat us with'the prefling crowds * 
Of painted (hapes they thruft upon the mind : 
The truth they ihew lies wrapM in fevenfold ihrou( 

Our fenfes caft a thoufand clouds 
On unenlightened fouls^ and leave them doubly bli 

I 
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'. hate the duft that fierce difputers raife, 

\dJ lofe the mind in a wild maze of thought : 

^'hat empty triflings, and what fubtle ways. 

To fence and guard by rule and rote ! 
DurGod will never charge us, That wc knew them N()t. 

Touch, heavenly Word, O touch thefc curious fouls j 
Since I have heard but one foft hint from Thee, 
From all the vain opinions of the fchooU 

(That pageantry of knowing fools) 
I fetl my powers released, and ftand divinely free, 
Twas this Almighty Word that all things made, 
He gi-afps whole nature in his (ingle hand j 
Ail the eternal truths in him are laid, 

The ground of all things, and their head, 
The circle where they move, and centre where they (land. 

Without his aid I have no fure defence. 
From troops of errors that befiege me round j 
But he that reds his reafon and his fenfe 

Faft here, and never wanders hence, 
Unmoveable he dwells upon unfhaken ground. 
Infinite Truth, the life of my defires. 
Come from the iky, and join thyfelf to me ; 
I'm tifd with hearing, and this reading tire$; 

Bat never tir'd of telling Thee, 
Tis thy fair face alone my fpirit burns to fee. 
Speak to my foul, alone, no other hand 
Shall mark my path cut with delufivc art : 
All nature filent in his prefence ftand j 

Creatures, be dumb at his command. 
And leave his fingle voice to whifper to my heart, 

Keiirc, 
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Retire, my foul, within thy fclf retire, 
Away from fenfe and every outward (how : 
Now let ray thoughts to loftier themes afpire. 
My knowledge now on wheels of fire 

Miy mount and fpread above, furveying all bel 

Tlie Lord grows lavifli of his heavenly light, 

And pours whole floods on fuch a mind as th 

Fled from the eyes, (he gains a piercing figh(, 

She dives into the infinite, • 

And fees unutterable things in that unknown a! 

TRUE WISDOM. 

l^Ronounce him ble(l, my Mufe, whom Wifdo 

^ In her own path to her own heavenly feat 

Through all the ftorms his foul (ecurely glide 

Nor can the tempeib, nor the tides. 

That rife and roar around, fupplant his fteady 1 

Earth, you may let your golden arrows fiy. 
And feek, in vain, a paffage to his breaft. 
Spread all your painted toys to court his eye. 
He fmiles, and fees them vainly try 
To lure his foul afide from her eternal reft. 

Our head-ftrong liifts, like a young fiery hor 
Start, and flee raging in a violent courfe $ 
He tames and breaks them, manages and ridi 
Checks their career, and turns and guides 
And bidt his reafon bridle their licentious force 
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Lord of himfelf, he rules his wildeft thoughts, 
/Vnd boldly a6ls what calmly he defignM, 
V^hiift he looks down and pities human faults ; 

Nor can he think, nor can he find 
plague like reigning paflions, and a fubjefl mind. 

But oh ! *tis mighty toil to reach thi« height. 
To vanquiih felf is a laborious art ; 
^bat manly courage to Aiilain the fight 

To bear the noble pain, and part 
iih thofe dear charming tempters rooted in the heart! 

Tis hard to (land when all the pafHons move, 
^ard to awake the eye that paflion blinds j 
To rend and tear out this unhappy love, 
That clings fo clofe about our minds, 
id where th' inchanted foul fo fweet a poifon finds. 

flard ; but it n^ay be done. Come, heavenly fire, 
-ome to my breaft, and with one powerful ray 
Vielt off nry lulls, my fetters : I can bear 

A while to be a tenant here, 
t not be'chainM and prifon'd in a cage of clay* , 

leaven is my home, and I muft ufe my wings j 
mblime above the globe my flight afpires ; 
'' have a foul was made to pity kings. 

And all their little glittering things; 
We a foul was made for infinite defires. 

LoosM from the earth, my heart is upward flown ; 
farewell, my friends, and all that once was mine ; 
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How, iwaM foa fix my feet on Caefar*8 

Crown me, and call the worid my o« 

The gold that binds iny hrows could ne>r m 

I am the Laiid*% and JeTus is my lore ; 

He, the dear God, (hall fill my vaft deii 

My fleih below; yet I can dwell above. 

And nearer to my Savioor move j - 

There all my ibnl ihall center, all my po« 

Thus I with angels live 5 thus half-divi 
I fit on high, nor mind inferior joys: 
Fiird with his love, I feel that God is n 
His glory is my great defign. 
That everlafting pn^cd all my thoughts ei 



A SONG to Creating W 1 1 

PART I. 

in^TERNAL Wifdom, thccwepraifi 
•*-^ rhee the creation fings t 
With thy loud name, rocks, hills, and i 
And heaven*s high palace rings. 

Place me on the bright wings of day 

To travel with the fun ; 
With what amaze ihall I furvey 

The wonders thou haft done ! 

Thy hand how wide it fpread the fky ! 

How glorious to behold ? 
Tinged vrith a blue of heavenly dye, 
• And &arr*d with fparkWtvg ^oVd* 



There thou haft bid the globes of light 

Their endlefs circles ruA i 
There the pale planet rules the night» 

And day obeys the fun. 

PART n. 

Downward I turn my wondering eyel 
On clouds and ftorms below, 

thofe uiider-regions of the ikies 
Thy numerous glories fliow. 

The noify winds iland ready there 

Thy orders to obey, 
^ith founding wings they fweep the alf^ 

To make thy chariot way. 

There, like a trumpet^ loud and ftrong. 
Thy thunder (liakes our coaft : 

While the red lightnings wave along. 
The banners of thine hoft. 

On the thin air, without a prop. 
Hang fruitful fhowers around : 

At thy command they fink, and drop 
Their fatnefs on the ground. 

PART III. 

Now lo the earth I bend my fong. 

And caft my eyes abroad, 
Glancing the BritiHi iiles along | 

Keft ifles> coftfefs your God« 
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How did his wondrous ikill array 
Your fields in charming green ; 

A thoufand herbs his art difplay, 
A thoufand flowers between ! 

Tall oaks for future navies grow. 

Fair Albion^s bed defence. 
While com and vines rejoice below» 

Thofe luxuries of fenfe. 

The bleating flocks his pafhire feeds : 

And herds of larger fizey 
That bellow through the Lindian meads, 

His bounteous band fupplies. 

PART IV. 

Wc fee the Thames carefs the fliores. 

He guides her filver flood : 
While angry Severn fwells and roars. 

Yet hears her ruler God. 

The rolling mountains of the deep 

Obferve his ftrong command ; 
His breath can raife the billows fteep. 

Or fmk them to the fand. 

Amid ft thy watery kingdoms, Lord, 

The finny nation? play, 
And fcaly monfters, at thy word, 

Rufti through the northern fca. 

4 I 
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PART V. 

Thy glories blaze all nature round, 

And ftrike the gazing fight. 
Through fkies, and Teas, and folid ground, 

Widi terror and delight. 

Infinite ftrcngth, and equal flcill, 

Shine through the worlds abroad. 
Our fouls witit vaft amazement fill. 

And fpeak the builder God. 

But the fweet beauties of thy grace 

Our foftcr paflions move j 
Pity divine in Jefus face 

We fee, adore, and love. 

GOD'S Abfolute Dominion. 

T ORD, when my thoughtful foul furveys 
^ Fire, air, and earth, and ftars and feas, 

I call them all thy flaves 5 
Comniilfion'd by my Father's will, 
Poifons (hall cure, or balms (hall kill j 

Vernal funs, or zephyr's breath, 
May bum or blaft the plants to death 
That (harp December faves ; 
What can winds or planets boaft 
But a precarious power ? 
The fun is all in darknefs loft, 
^roft fhall be fire, and fire be frddi:, 
When be appoints the hovr, 

O 3 "L^. 
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Lo> the Norwegians near the polar fky 
Chafe their frozen limbs with fnow. 
Their frozen limbs awake and gIow» 
The vital flame touch'd with a ftrange ftxppl 

RekindW, for the God of life is nigh 5 

He bids the vital flood in wofited cirdes Bow. 
Cold fteel, exposM to noithem air. 

Drinks the meridian fury of the midnight £ea 
And bums th* unwary flranger thei*. 

Enquire, my foul, of ancient fyxaOf 
Look back two thoufand years, and fee 
Th' Aflyrian prince transformed a brute» 
For boafting to be abfolute : 

Once to his court the God of Ifrael came, 
A King more abfolute than he. 
I fee the furnace blaze with rage 
Sevenfold : I fee amidft the flame 
Three Hebrews of immortal name ; 

They move, they walk acrofs the burning ftaj 

Unhurt, and fearlefs, while the tyrant flood 
A ftatue } fear congeaPd his blood : 
Nor did the raging element dare 
Attempt their garments, or their hair s 

It knew the Lojd of nature there. 

Nature, compelled by a fuperior caufe. 
Now breaks her own eternal laws. 
Now feems to break them, and obeys 
Her fovereign king in different ways. 
Father, how bright thy glories fliine ! 
How broad thy kingdom, bow divine! 

^Nature, and miracle, and fate, and chance, ar 
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Hence from my hearty ye idols, flee. 

Ye founding names of vanity ! 
! No more my lips (hall facrifice 

To chance and nature, tales and lies : 
Creatures without a God can yield mc no Aipplies. 

What is the fun, or what the (hade. 

Or frofts^ or flames, to kill or fave ? 
His Eivour is my life, his lips pronounce me dead ; 

And as his awful di6lates bid. 

Earth is my mother, or my grave. 

CONDESCENDING GRACE. 
In Imitation of the cxivth Pfalm. 

IIT" HEN the Eternal bows the (km, 
^^ To vifit earthly things, "^^ 

^ith fcorn divine he turns his eyes 
From towers of haughty kings ; 

^ides on a cloud difdainful by 

A Sultan, or a Czar, . 
I-aughs at the worms that rife fo high. 

Or frowns them from afar ; 

He bids his awful chariot roll 

Far downward from the (kies. 
To vifit every humble fouJ, 

With pleafure in his eyes. 

Why (liould the Lord that reigns above 

Difdain fo lofty kings / 
. Say, Lord, and why fuch looks of love 
Upon fuch worthlefs things ? 

G 4 ^^f<|^ 
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Mortalf, be dumb ; what creature dares 

Difpute his awful will ? 
Afk no account of his affairs^ 

But tremble, and be ftill. 

Juft like his nature is his grace, 

All fovereign, and all free ; 
Great God, how fcarchlcfs are thy ways ! 

How deep thy judgments be ! 

THE INFINITE. 

O OME feraph, lend your heavenly tongue, 
*^ Or harp of golden ftring. 
That I may raife a lofty fong 
To our Eternal King. 

Thy names, how infinite they be ! 

Great Everlafting One I 
Boundlefs thy might and majcfty. 

And unconfinM thy throne. 

Thy glories fhine of wondrous fize. 

And wondrous large thy grace; 
Immortal day breaks from thine eyes, 

And Gabriel veils his face. 

Thine eflcnce is a vaft abyfs. 

Which angels cannot found. 
An ocean of infinities 

Where all our thoughts aie drcwnM. 
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The myfteries of creation lie 

Beneath enlightenM minds> 
Thoughts can afcend above the iky. 

And fly before the winds. 

Keafon may grafp the malTy hills. 

And ftretch from pole to pole. 
But half thy name our fpirit fills. 

And overloads our foul. 

In vain our haughty reafon fwells. 

For nothing's found in Thee 
But bound lefs unconceivables. 

And vaft eternity. 

CONFESSION AND PARDON. 

ALAS, ray aking heart ! 
"^ Here the keen torment lies ; 
"racks my waking hours with fmart. 
And frights my (lumbering eyes. 

Guilt will be hid no more, 
My griefs take vent apace, 
The crimes that blot my confcience o'er 
Flufli crimfon in my face. 

My forrows, like a* flood. 
Impatient of reftraint. 
Into thy bofom, O my God, 
Pour out a long complaint. 
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Tills ioapioois bent of wamt 
Could oDce 6tff 1^ fjord, 
CooM rail witk vialcws «a to £% 
In prefesce of tbj fvoid. 

Hov often have I Aood 
A rebel to die flues. 
The calls, die tenders of a GoJ, 
And mcrcj*s loodcft dies ! 

He offers all his gnce. 
And all his heaven to mc ; 
Offers ! but 'tis to fenfelefs ha&. 
That cannot feel nor fee. 

JefttS the Saviour flands 
To court rac from above. 
And looks and fpreads his wounded h: 
And (hews the prints of love. 

But I> a ftupid fool. 
How long have I withftood 
The blcflings puTchasM with his foul. 
And paid for all in blood ! 

The heavenly Dove came down 
And tendered me his wings 
To mount me upward to a crown. 
And bright immortal things. 

Lordy I *m aihamM to fay 
That I refus'd thy Dove, 
And fent thy Spirit griev'd away, 
/ To hk own realms of Ion^, 
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s heavenly charms, 
of thy handy 
e to lay do#n my arms^ 
thy command. 

rainft thy face 

; arrows rife, 

yet (O matchlefs grace !) 

r filent lies. 

ver feel 
TS of thy love ? 
11-hardenM fteel 
cannot move ? 

e powerful glance, 
ir, from thy face I 
irt no more withftands, 
sneath thy grace. 

^ dying love I fall, 

crofs I lie ; 
y fle(h, my foul, my all, 

and love, and die. 

he Prince of Mercy, rife, 
nd pity in his eyes : 
tehold my wounded veins, 
the blood to wafh tliy ftains. 

;at Father reconciPd :" 
id lo, the Father fmilM': 
lerubs clapM their wings, 
grace on all their ftrings. 
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Young Men and Maidens, Old Men a 
praife ye the Lord, Pfal. cxiriiL 

O O N S of Adam, bold and yooog, 
^^ In the wild mazes of whofe Teiat 
A flood of fiery vigour reigns. 

And weiliU your a£^ive limbs, with hardy fi: 
Fall proftratc at th' eternal throne 
Whence your precarious powers depend ; 

Nor fwell as if your lives were all your own 
But. choofe your Maker for your friend ; 

Ills favour is your life, his arm is your fupf 

His hand can (Iretch your days, or cut your n 

Virgins, who roll your artful eyes, 
And flioot delicious danger thence ; 
Swift the lovely lightning flies, 
And melts our reafon down to fenfe ; 
Boa(} not of thofe withering charms 
'l*hat muil yield their youthful gracg 
To age and wrinkles, earth and worms j 

But love the Author of your fmlling face ; 

That heavenly bridegroom claims your blooi 
O make it your peipetual care 
To pleafe that Everlaftlng Fair j 

His beauties are the fun, and but the fliade i 

Infants, whofe diflferent deflinjes 

Are wove with threads of different fize i 
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Bat from the fame fpring-tide of tears, 
Co.Timence your hopes, and joys, and fears, 
(A tedious train !) and date your following years : 
Break your firft filence in his praife 

Who wrought your wondrous frame s 
With founds of tendered accent raife 

Young honours to his name } 
And confecrate your early days 

To know the Power fupreme. 

Ye heads of venerable age, 

Juft marching off the mortal llage. 

Fathers, whofe vital threads are fpun 
As long as e^er the glafs of life would run» 

Adore the hand that led your way 
Through flowery fields a fair long fummer's day 5 
Gafp out your foul in praifes to the fovercign power 
Thatfet your Weft (6 diftant from your dawning hour, 

f^Jying Fowl, and Creeping Things, praife ye 
the Lord, Pfal. cxiviiii. 10. 

O WEET flocks, whofe foft enamelM wing 

Swift and gently cleaves the flcy 5 
Whofe charming notes addrcfs the fpring 
With an artlefs harmony. 
Lovely minftrels of the field. 
Who in leafy (hadows fit. 
And your wondrous ftru£lures build, 
^ke your tuneful voices with the dawning light ; 

To 
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To nature^s God your iirft devotions pay. 

Ere you falute the rifing day, 
*Ti& be calls up the fun, and gives him every ny 

Serpents, who o*er the meadows Aide, 
And wear upon your fhining back 
Numerous ranks of gaudy pride. 
Which thoufand mingling colours make j 
Let the fierce glances of your eyes 
Rebate their baleful fire : 
In harmlefs play twift and unfold 
The volumes of your fcaly gold : 
That rich embroidery of your gay attire^ 
Proclaims your Maker kind and wife. 

Infefls and mites, of mean degree. 
That fwarm in myriads o'er the land. 
Moulded by Wifdom's artful hand. 
And curl'd and painted with a various die } 
In your innumerable forms 
. Praife him that wears th' etherial crowOf 
And bend his lofty counfels down 
To defpicable worms. 

The Comparison and Complain 

T NFINITE Power, Eternal Lord, 
■*■ How fovereign is thy hand ! 
All nature rofe t' obey thy word. 
And moves at thy command. 
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With fteady courfe tfay ihining fun 

Keeps his appointed way ; 
And all the hours obedient run 

The circle of the day. 

But ah ! how wide 4ny fpirh flies» 

And wanders from her God ! 
My foul forgets the heavenly prize. 

And treads the downward -road. 

The raging fire, and ftormy fea. 
Perform thine awful will. 
And every beaft and every tree, 
Thy great deiigns fulfil : 

While my wild paffions rage within. 

Nor thy commands obey ; 
And flefti and fenfe, enflav'd taftn. 

Draw my be(l thoughts away. 

Shall creatures of a meaner frame 

Pay all their dues to thee ; 
Creatures, that never knew thy name. 

That never lov'd like me ? 

Great God, create ray foul anew. 

Conform my heart to thine, 
Melt down my will, and let it flow, 

And take the mould divine. 

Seize my whole frame into thy h^d 5 

Here all my powers I bring j 
Manage the wheels by thy command. 

And govern every fpring. 

The« 
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Then (hall my feet.no more depart, 

Nor wandering fenfes rove ; 
Devotion (hall be all noy heart» 

And all my pafHons love. 

Than not the fun (h^U more than I 

His Maker's law perform, 
Nor travel fwifter through the Iky, 

Nor with a zeal To warm. 

GOD Supreme and Self-fufficient. 

"XTrHAT is our God, or what his name, 
^ ^ Nor men can learn, nor angels teach s 
He dwells concealed in radiant flame, 
Where neither eyes nor thoughts can reach. 

The fpacious worlds of heavenly light, 
Compar'd with him, how fliort they fall ? 
They are too dark, and He too bright. 
Nothing are they, and God is All. 

He fpoke the wondrous word, and lo 
Creation rofe at his command: 
Whirlwinds and feas their limits know. 
Bound in the hollow of his hand. 

There refts the earth, there roll the fpheresy 
There nature leans, and feels her prop : 
But his own Self-fufficience bears 
The weight of his own glories up. 
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The tide of creatures ebbs and flows, 
MeaAiring their changes by the moon t 
No ebb his Tea of glory knows. 
His age is one eternal noon. 

Then fly, my fong, an endlefs round. 
The lofty tune let Michael raife $ 
All nature dwell upon tlie found. 
Bat we can ne*er fulfil the praife* 

JESUS the ooly SAVIOUR., 

A DAM, our father and our head, 
^ Tranfgreft ; and juftice doom'd us dead t 
The fiery law fpeaks all defpair, 
There *s no reprieve, nor pardon there. 

Call a bright council in the fkies ; 
** Seraphs the mighty and the wife, 
** Say, what expedient can you give ? 
" That fin be damn'd, and finners live ? 

" Speak, are you ftrong to bear the load, 
" The weighty vengeance rf a God ? 
** Which of you loves our wretched race, 
^ Or dares to venture In our place ?" 

In vain we afk : for all around 

Stands filence through the heavenly ground : 

There *s not a glorious mind above 

Has half the ibength, or half the love. . 

H ;i But, 
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But, O unutteraj>le grace ! - . -^. .. 
Th^ Eternal S^n- takes Adain>-place t, 
Down to our world the Saviour flies. 
Stretches his naked arms, and diet. • • 

Juftice was ple^'d to braife thcGod^ 
And pay its wrongs with heatchfy bloody 
What unknown racks, and ptmgahe bore ! 
Then rofe : The law could Aik;tlo>nore. > 

Amazing work I look down, ye fkies, 
Won4er sgid g?ic.with all your eyes j 
Ye heavenly thrones, ftoop ff oift tihoVt, ' 
And bow to this myfterious 1qY9«/ 

See, ho^^'t&eybend'l See, bovv^y look I 
Long they had read th* eternal book, . 
And ftudied dark decreesip rvain, • 
The crofs and Calvary make^ jCh^m plain. 

Now they are ftruck with deep amaze, 
Eacli with his wings conrealshis face x 
Now clap thdir founding plumes, and cry^ 
« The wifdom of a JDeit^ !'• 

Low they adore th* Incaitiate Son, 
And (ing the gIorie6 he hath won ; 
Sing how he broke our iron chains, 
How deep he funk, how high he reigns. 

Triumph and reign, vi^Vorions Lord, 
By nil thy flaming hofts adored i 
And fay, dear Osnqueror, fay, how long, 
£re we fliail rife to join their fong. 



'f A 



u. 
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Lo, from afar the promis'd'day ■ 

Shines with a well-din:in§rt)i/hM jray } 
But my wingM paifion hardly bears 
Thefe lengths of flow delaying years. 

Send down a chariot from above, 
With fiery wheels, and pcn^'d with love } 
Raife me beyond th' ethereal blue. 
To ilng and love as angels do. 

LOOKING U P W A R D. 

'"Y^ HE heavens invite mine eye, > 

**• The ftars falute^e round s 
Father, I blufli, I mourn to Ije . . ., .^ 

Thus groveling on the ground. ^ ^, ^ 

My warmer fpirits move, . . r ^ 

And make attempts to fly | 
I wi(h aloud for wings of love .... ''' 

To raife me fwift and high. 

Beyond thofe cryftal vaults. 
And all their fparkling balls; , ,,; 

They *re but the porches to thy courts. 
And paintings on thy walls. 

Vain world, farewell -to you ; 
Heaven is my nativo.air t 
I bid my friends a (hort adieu. 

Impatient to be there. . ^ ^ 

Hz Ifetl 
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Bqt^ O wmftmJbtt ffwot ! ^ 
Tk^Etenya S«iMakcs AdamVplBce xl j 
Down to our world the Saviour fttes. 
Stretches his niked uniis, and diet. • • 

Juftke was plea^M to broife theGqd^ - 
And pay its wrongs with heavchfy Jblood^ 
What unknown racka and pangs he boK ! 
Then lofe : The law could Aik ;tio>note. • 
Amazing work ! look down, ye fkies, 
\Von4er aniigTxe with all your eyes i . 
Ye heavenly thrones, ftoop ftoiA lEtboVe^' 
And bow to this myfterious love.^ , 

See, ho«rt6ey*bend! See, hM'lJtKy look 1 
3uong they had read th^ eternal book,. 
Aud ftudied dark decrees in Tain, 
The crofs and Calvary make$ ;then> plain. 

Now they are ftruck with deep amaze, . 
Each with his viings conceals his iace x 
Now clap their founding pHumes, and cry^ . 
« The wifdom of a JDeiqr l" 

Low they adore th* Incaxtiate Son> 
And ling the gloried he hath won i 
Sing how he broke our iron chains. 
How deep he funk, how high he reigns. 

Triumph ind reign, vi£lorious Lord, 
By all thy flaming hofts adored ; 
And fay, dearOanqueror, fay, ^ how long, 
JLn-wt fliail rife to join their fong. 
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Say, live for ever, wondrous King ! 
Bom to redeem, and ftrong to fave ! 
Then aflc the monfter. Where 's his fting ? 
And where 's thy viftory; boafting grave ? 

The god of THUNDER- 

/^ THE immenfe, th* amazing height, 
^^^ The boundlefs grandeur of our God, 
"Who treads the worlds beneath his feet. 
And fways the nations with his nod ! 

He rpeaks $ and lo, all nature fhakes, 
Heaven* 8 everlafting pillars bow j 
He rends the clouds with hideous cracks. 
And ihoots his fiery arrows through. 

Well, let the nations ftart and fly 
At the blue lightning's horrid glare, 
Atheifts and emperors Shrink and die. 
When flame and noife torment the air. 

Let noife and flame confound the flcies. 
And drown the fpacious realms below. 
Yet will we fing the Thunderer's praifc. 
And fend our loud Hofannas through. 

Celeftial King, thy blazing power 
Kindles our hearts to flamfng joys. 
We (hout to hear thy thunders roar. 
And echo to our father's voice. 

H 3 T:V\\% 
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Thut (hall the God otir Saviour comcy 
And lightnings round bis chariot piajs 
Ye lightningSi fly to make him roomy 
Ye glorious ftoi ms, prepare his way ! 

Thb day of judgment. 

An ODE. 

Attempted in Engliih Sapphick. 

WHEN the fierce North wind with his airy foite 
Rears up the Baltick to a foaming fury ; 
And the red lightning, with a ftorm of hail comes 

Rufliing amain down 

How the poor failors (land amaz'^d and tremble ! 
While the hoarfe thunder, like a bloody trumpet, 
Koars a loud onfct to the gaping waters 

Quick to devour their 

Such (hall the noifc be, and the wild diforder, 
(If things eternal may be like thefe earthly) 
Such the dire terror when the great Archangel 

Shakes the creation 

Team the ilrong pillars of the vault of heaven, 
lirenks up old marble, the repofe of princes ; 
Sec the graves open, and the bones arifing. 

Flames all around then 

Hark, the (hrill outcries of t\\e guilty wretches I 
Lively bright horror, and amazing anguifh. 
Stare through their eye-lids, while the living worm lie 

Gnawing within then 
Thought 
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Thoughts, like old vultures, prey upon their hcart-ftring8» 
And the fmart tinge«, when the eye bclioldi the 
Lofty J udgc frowning, and a flood of vengeance 

Rolling afore him. 

Hopelefs immortaU ! how they fcream and (hiver 
While devils pufli them to the pit wide-yawning 
Hideous and gloomy to receive them headlong 

I>own t* the centre. 

Stop here, my fancy : (all away, ye horrid 

Doleful ideas !) come, arife to Jefus, 

How he fits God-like ! and the faints around him 

Thron*d, yet adoring ! 

may I fit there when he comes triumphant^ 
Dooming the nations ! then afcend to glory. 
While our Hofannas all along the paflage 

Shout the Redeemer. 



The SONG of ANGELS above. 

Xp ARTH has detained me prifoner long, 
^^ And I 'm grown weary nowi 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue. 
There *s nothing here for you. 

Tir'd in my thoughts, I ft retch me down, 

And upward glance mine eyes. 
Upward (my Father) to thy throne. 

And to my native ikies. 

H 4 There 
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. There die dear Man my Saviour fits» 
The Gody how bright he fhines i 
And icattert infinite delights 
' On all the hvpipiy minds. 

Seraphs with elevated ftrains 

Circle the throne aroundf 
And move and charm the ftarry plains 

With an immortal found. 

Jefus the I^ord their harps employs^ 

Jefus my love they fing, 
Jefus the name of both our joys 

Sounds fweet from every ftring. 

Hark, hqw beyond the narrow bounds 

Of time and fpace they run. 
And fpeak in moft majeftic founds. 

The godhead of the Son. 

How on the Father's bi-eaft he lay. 

The darling of his foul, 
Infinite years before the day 

Or heavens began to roll. 

And now they fmk the lofty tone. 

And gentler notes they play. 
And bring th' Eternal Godhead down 

To dwell in humble clay. 

O facred beauties of the Man ! 

(The God refides within) 
His flefti all pure, without a fiain. 

His foul without a fin* 
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Then, how he look'd, and how he fmird. 

What wondrous things he faid ! 
Sweet chenibs, ftay, dwell here a while, . 

And tell what Jefus did* 

At his command the blind «wake» 

And feel the gladfome ra3r8 5 
He bids the dumb attempt to fpeak» 

They try their tongues in praife. 

He (hed a thoufand bleflings round 

Where'er he turn'd his eye ; 
He fpoke, and at the fovereign found 

The hellifii legions fly. 

Thus while with unambitious ftrife 

Th' ethereal minftrels rove 
Through all the labours of his life. 

And wonders of his love. 
In the full choir a broken ftring 

Groans with a flrange furprize ; 
The reft in filence mourn their king. 

That bleeds, and loves, and dies. 

Seraph and faint, with drooping wings, 

Ceafe their harmonious breath ; 
No blooming trees, nor bubbling fprings. 

While Jefus fleeps in death. 

Then all at once to living ftrains 

They fummon every chord. 
Break up the tomb, and burft his chains, 

And (Ikw their rifing Lord. 
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Around the flaming amiy throngs 

To guard him to the Acies, 
With loud Hofannas on their tongues. 

And ti'iumph in their eyes. 

In awful ftatc the conquering God 

ATcends his (hining throne, 
While tuneful angels found abroad 

The victories he has won. 

Now let me rife, and join their fong. 

And be an angel too | 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue^ 

Here 's joyful work for you. 

I would begin the mufic here. 

And fo my foul (hould rife : 
Oh ! for fomc heavenly notes to bear 

My fpirit to the ikies ! 

There, ye that love my Saviour, fit. 
There I would fain have place, 

Amongft your thrones, or at your feet, 
So I might fee his face. 

I am confinM to earth no more. 

But mount in hafte above, 
To blefs the God that I adore. 

And fing the Man I love. 
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Fire, Air, Earth, and Sea, praife ye the Lo r d. 

[ "t ARTH, thou great footftool of our God 
I "^' Who reigns on high ; thou fruitful fource 
I Of all our raiment,' life and food ; 
I Our houfe, our parent, and our nurfc 5 
Mighty ftage of mortal fcenes, 
Dreft with ftrong and gay machines^ 
, Hung with golden lamps around 
, (And flowery carpets fpread the ground) ; 
Thou bulky globe, prodigious mafs. 
That hangs unpillarM in an empty fpace! 
While thy unweildy weight refts on the feeble air, 
Bicfs that Almighty Word that fix'd and holds thee there. 

Fire, thou fwift herald of his face, 

Whofe glorious rage, at his command. 

Levels a palace with the fand. 
Blending the lofty fpires in ruin with the bafe : 

Ye heavenly flames, that fmge the air, 

Aitiilery of a jealous God, 
Bright aiTows that his founding quivers hear 

To fcatter deaths abroad $ 
Lightnings, adore the fovereign arm that flings 
His vengeance, and your flres, upon the heads of kings. 

Thou vital element, the Air, 
Whofe boundlefs magazines of breath 
Our fainting flame of life repair. 
And fave the bubble Man from tlie cold arms of death : 
7 And 
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And ye, whofe vital moifture yields 

Lifers purple ftream a fre(h fupply $ 
Sweet Waters, wandering through the flow 

Or dropping from the iky ; 
Confefs the Power whofe all-fufficient name 
Nor needs your aid to build, or to fupport c 

Now the rude air, with noify force. 
Beats up and fwells the angry fea. 
They join to make our lives a prey, 
And fweep th^ Tailors hopes away. 

Vain hopes, to reach their kindred on the fli 
Lo, the wild feas and furging waves 
Gape hideous in a thoufand graves : 

,Be ftill, ye floods, and know your bounds o 
Ye ftorms, adore your Mafter's hand ; 

The winds are in his fift, the waves at his coc 

From the eternal emptinefs 
His fruitful word by fecret fprings 
I)rcw the whole harmony of things 
That form this noble univerfe : 
Old Nothing knew his powerful hand. 
Scarce had he fpoke his full command. 
Fire, Air, and Earth, and Sea, lieard the cr 
And leapM from empty nothing to this beai 

And ftill they dance, and ftill obey 
The orders they received the great creation- 
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THE FAREWELL. 

s AD be my heart to all below. 
To mortal joys and mortal cares j 
nfual blifs that charms us fo 
xk, my eyes, and deaf, my ears. 

I renounce my carnal taft? 
e fair frtiit that iinners prize : 
r paradife fhall never wafie . . 
thought of mine, but todefpife* 
arthly joys are over-weigh*d 
I mountains of vexatious care } 
where ^s the fweet that is; not laid 
it to fome deftru£live fnare ?., 

jne for ever, mortal things 1 . . 
J mighty mole-hill earth, fsureweUl 
els afpire on lofty wings, 
leave the globe for ants to dwell, 
c, heaven, and fil} my vaft defu-es, 
foul purfues the fbvereign ^ppd i 
nras all made of heavenly fires, 
can (he live on meaner food. 

GOD only known to Himfelf. 

PAND , and adore ! how glociousHe 
That dwells in bright eternity \ . 

gaze, and we confound oufiHglft ; 

ig^d in th^ abyfs of dazzling light. 

Thou 
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Thou facrcd One, Almighty Three, 
Great Everlafting Myftery, 
What lofty numbers (hall we frame 
Equal to thy tremendous name ? 

Seraphs, the neareft lie the throne. 
Begin, and fpeak the Great Unknown 
Attempt the fong, wind up your ftdp 
To notes untryM, and boundlefs ihin 

You, whofe capacious powers furvey 
Largely beyond omr eyes 'of clay t 
Yet what a narrow portion too 
Is Teen, or known, or thought, by yo 

How flat your higheft^praifes fall ' ' 
Below th^ immenfe Qrrginal ! ' 
Weak creatures we, thut drive in vail 
To reach an uAierCfated ftrain 1 

Great God, forgive our feeble laysi 
Sound out thine own eternal praife j ' 
A fong fo vaft, a th<fme fo High, 
Calls for the voice' tluit tiuiM the'fty; 

Pardon and Sanctifk 

MY crimes awake i and hideous f 
Diftrnftsmyreftlefs mind^ 
Guilt meets my eyes with horrid glare 
And hell purfutii behind. 
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i;hty vengeance frowns on high, 
d flames array the throne ; 
r thunder mursiurs round the iky, 
>attent tQ be gone. . . 

e ihall I hide this noxious head : 
I rocks or mountains fave ? 
lU I wrap me in the /hade 
midnight and the grave ? . 

re no (helter from the eye 
a revenging God ? 
to thy dear wounds I fly, 

lew me with thy blood. 

guardian drops my foul fccure» 
d waih away my fin ; 
il juftice frowns no more, 
d confctence fmiles within. 

i that wondrous purple flream 
at whitens every ftam j 
; my foul out half redeemed, 
in the tyrant reign. 

blaft his empire with thy Veath, 
at curfed throne ir.uft fall ; 
ittering plagues, that worlc my death, 
, for 1 hate you all. 
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'T^ H £ Lord ! how fearful is Bis Banie * 

'*' How wide is his conamand ! , 
Nature, with all her moving frame^ 
Refts on his mighty hand. : 

Immortal glory forms his throng. 

And light his awful robe ; 
Whilft with a fmile, or with a £rowB> 

He manages the globe. 

A word of his Almighty breath 

Can fwell or fink the feas ; 
Build the vaft empires of the earth«> 

Or break them as he pleafe. 

Adoring angels round him fall 

In all their (hining forms. 
His fovereign eye looks through them all» 

And pities mortal worms. 

His bowels, to our worthlefs race. 

In fweet compafCdn move $ 
He cloathes his looks with fofteft grace, 
.And takes his title. Love. 

Now let the Lord for ever reign. 

And fway us as he will. 
Sick, or in health, in eafe, or pain, 

Wc arc his fsivourites ftill. 
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) more ihall peevifti pafHon rife. 
The tongue no more complain ; 
Is fovcrcign love that lends our joys. 
And love refumes again. 



Tkc LAW and GOSPEL. 

pURST be the man, for ever curft, 
^ " That doth one wilful fin commit 5 
Death and damnation for the firft. 
Without relief and infinite.'" 

bus Sinai roars ; and round the earth 
Kunder, and fire, and vengeance flings , 
lit, Jefus, thy dear gafping breath, 
nd Calvary, fay gentler things. 

Pardon, and grace, and boundleft Ipve, 
Streaming along a Saviour^s blood, 
And life, and joys, and crowns above, 
Dear-purchas'd by a bleeding God." 

faric, how he prays, (the charming found 
dwells on his dying lips) ** Forgive 1" 
ind every groan, and gaping wound, 
'ric8, " Father, let the rebels live/* 

>o, you that reft upon the law, 
^nd toil, and fcek falvation there, 
-00k to the flames that Mofes faw, 
^nd flirink, and tremble, and defpajr, 
I 
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But I '11 retire beneath the crofs : 
Saviour, at thy dear feet I lie ; 
And the keen fword that juftice ^nvn. 
Flaming and red, (hall pafsr me by. 

Seeking a divine Calm in a reftl 

*' O Mens, quae ftabili fata Regis vr 
Calimire, Book 

-p TERN AL mind, who rurft the f 
•*^ Of dying realms, and rifing ftates. 

With one unchanged decree ; 
While we admire thy vaft afEirs, 
Say, can our little trifling cares 

Afford a fmlle to thee? 

Thou fcattereft honours,' crowns, and g< 
We fly to feize, and fight to hold 

The bubbles and the oar : 
So emmets ftruggle for a grain ; 
So boys their petty wars maintain 

For (hells upon the fhore. 

Here a vain man his fceptre breaks. 
The next a broken fceptre takes. 

And warriors win and lofe ; 
This rolling world will never ftand. 
Plundered and fnatchM from hand to bar 

As power decays or grow*. 
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Earth 's but an atom ; Greedy fwords 
Carve it amongft a thoufand lords. 

And yet they can't agree : . 
Let gre«dy fwords ftill fight and flay, 
I can be poor 5 but^ Lord, ^I pray 

To fit and finile with thee. 

HAPPY FRAILTY. 

TJOW meanly -dwells =tk* immortal mind I 
"*• " How. vile thefe belies are I 
" Why was a clod of earth defignM 
" T' cnclofe a heavenly ftar ? 

" Weak cottage where our fouls refide ! 

"This flefh a tottering wall; 
"With frightful breaches gaping wide 

" The building bends to fall. 

"All round it ftorms of trouble blow,. 

" And v^ves of forrow roll ; 
" Cold waves and winter ftorms beat through^. 

"And pain the.tenant-fouJ. 

*' Alas ! how frail our ftatc t" faid I :. 

And thus went mourning on, 
I'ill fudden from the cleaving Iky 

A gleam of glory ihone. 

% foul all felt the glory come^ 

And brcath'd her native air 5 
*-wn ihc remembered heaven her hoine^,> 

Ami ihe a prifoner here. ., 

I 2 $traighr 
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Straight {he began to change her key. 

And joyful in her pains. 
She fung the frailty of her clay 

In pleafurable ftrains. 

' •' How weak the prifoh is where I dwell ! 

*• Fle(h but a tottering wall, 
*• The breaches chearfully foretel, 
«« The houfe muft fliortly fall. 

** No more, my friends,; fhall I complain, 
** Though all my hea|%*ftring8 ake ; 

** Welcome difeafe, and.ev4i/y pain, 
** l*hat makes the cottage /hake. 

«« Now let the temped blow all round, 
*« Now fwell the furges high,. . . 

*« And beat thi» houfe of bondage down, 
" To let the ttranger fly. 

*' I have a manGon built above 

" By the Eternal Hand j 
" And ihould the earth's old bafis move, 

** My heavenly houfe muft ftand. 

<< Yes, for 'tis there my Saviour reigns, 

« (I long to fee the God) 
«* And his immortal ftrength fuftains 

<* The courts that coft him blood." 

Hark, from on high my Saviour calls : 
*• I come, my Lord, my Love :" 

Devotion breaks the prifon-walls. 
And fpeeds my laft remove. 
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rCHlUO into Et BR N ITT. 

brave attempt 1 adve n t m o u s He» 
I the firft fhip broke the unknown iea i 
ng his dear native flxores behind, 
3 life to the licentiotrs wimi. 
rging brine : the tempeft raves 1 
ne-plank rides acrofs the waves, 
n the edge of thoufand gaping graves 
le winged boat, and (hifts the fails, 
:he flood, and manages the gales. 

the foul that leaves this mortal land 
hen the great mafter gives command, 
le florm : She fmiles to hear it roar, 
the tempeft waft her from the fhore ; 
. a fkilful helm (he fweeps the feas, 
ges the raging ftorm with eafe ; 
can govern death) fhe fpreads her wings 
le wind, and as fhe fails flie fmgs, 
by degrees the fight of mortal things, 
ires leifen, fo her joys arife, 
J roll gentler, and the tempeft dies, 
Jtcrnity fills all her fight, 
>n the broad deep with infinite delight, 
or ever calm, the Ikies for ever bright, 
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A Profpe^t of the 'Re surrectio 

TT O W long ihall death. the tyrant reign 
•■•-*• And triumph o'er the juft. 
While the rich blood of martyrs (lain 
Lies mingled with the dull ? 

^When fhall the tedious night be gone ? 

When will our Lord appear ? 
Our fond defires would pray him down. 
Our 'love embrace him here. 

Let faith arife, and climb the hills. 

And from afar defcry 
How diftant are his chariot-wheels. 

And tell how faft they fly. 

Lo, I behold the fcattering ihades. 

The dawn of heaven appears, 
The fweet immortal morning fpreads 

Its bluihes round the fpheres. 

1 fee the Lord of glory come. 

And flaming guards around : 
The fkies divide, to make him room, 

The trumpet (hakes the ground. 

I hear the voice, " Ye dead, arife !" 

And lo, the graves obey. 
And waking faints with joyful eyes 

Salute th' expelled day. 
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hey leave the duft, and on the wing 
Rife to the middle air, 
ihining garments meet their King, 
And low adore him there. 

may my humble fpirit ftand 
Amongft them clothM in white ! 
le meaneft place at his right hand 
Is infinite delight. 

)w will our joy and wonder rife, 
When our returning King 
all bear us homeward through the ikies 
On lovers triumphant wing ! 

Ad Dominum noftrum & Ser\'atoreift 
JESUM CHRISTUM. 

O D A. 

"^E, grande numen, corporis incola, 

Te, magna raagni progenies patris, 
^omen verendum noftri Jefu 
Vox, citharae, calami fonabunt. 

'tentur auro grandifonae fides, 
rifti triumphos incipe barblte, 
''raftofque tcrrores Averni, 

Viftum Erebum, domltamque mortem. . 
tienfa vaftos faccula circulos 
Ivere, blando dum Patris in finu 
Toto fruebatur Jehovah 

Gaudia mille bibcns Jefus ; 

I + Ponnc 

M 
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Donee fuperno vtdit ab asthere 
Adam cadcntcm, tartara hiantia> 
Unaque mergendos ruin a 
Hetl nimiuiF "miferos nepotes : 

Vidit minaces vindicis angcli 
Ignes & cnfem, telaque fang^ine 
Tingenda noftro, dum rapinoe 
Spe fremuere Erebaea monftra. 

Commota facras vifccra protinus 
Senfere flammas, omnipotens furor 
Ebullit) Immcnnque Amoris 
^thereum calet Igne Pe£lus. 

** Non tota prorfus Gens Hominum dabit 
** Hofti triumphos : Quid patris & labor 
*' Dulcifque imago ? num peribunt 
** Funditus ? O prius aftra cxcis. 

<* Mergantur undis, & redeat chaos s 
<< Aut ipfe difperdam Satanae dolos^ 
" Aut ipfe difperdar, & ifti 

*' Sceptra dabo moderanda dextr», 

<* Teftor paternum numen, & hoc caput 
" ^quale teftor," dixit 5 8c aethcris 
Inclinat ingens cuhnen, alto 
Defllikque mens Olympo, 

Mortale corpus impiger induit 
Artufque noftros, hen tenues nimis^ 

{4imifque viles ! Vindicique 
Ieuv'^ — 1-^ ^jjj fodicmda ferro. 
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Vitamque morti $ Proh dolor ! O graves 
Tonandis ins ! O Lex fatis afpera 1 
Mcrcefque peccati fevera 
Adamiciy vetitique' fni^lus. 

Non poena lenis I Quo ruis impotens ! 
Quo Mufa ! largas fundere lacrymaSy 
Buftique divini triuraphos 
Sacrilego Jxmerare fletu } 

Sepone queftus, Ixta Deum cane 
Majorc chorda. Pfalle fonorius 
Ut ferreas mortis cavemas 
£t rigidam penetravit aulam. 

Senfere Numen Regna feralia, 
Mugit barathrun>, contremuit chaos, 
Diriim frcmebat Rex Gehennas, 
Perque fuum tremebundus orcun>. 

Late refugit. " Nil agis impie, 
** Mergat vel imis te Phlegethon Tadi«, 
" Hoc findet undas fulmen/' inquit^ 
£t patrios jaculatus ignes. 

Trajccit hofleni. Nigra filentia 
Umbraeque flammas aethereas pavent 
Budum, perofae, ex quo corufco 
Prasclpites cecidere coelo. 

Imniane rugit jam tonitru ; fragor 
Late minam mandat : ab infimis 
Le£laBque defignata genti 
Tartani disjicmntur antria. 
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Heic ftrata paflim vincula, Sc hcic jacent 
Unci cruenti, tormina mentium 
Invlfa ; ploratuque vafto 

Spicula mors fibi adempta plangit* 

En, lit refurgit viftor ab ultimo 
Ditis profundo, curribus aurcis 
Aftri^la raptans monftra noftis 
Perdomitumque Erebi tyrannum* 

Quanta angelcA-um gaudia jubilant 
Viftor paternum dum repetit pelum ? 
En qualis ardet, dum beati 
Limina fcandit ovans Olympi I 

lo triumphe ple^lra feraphica^ 
lo triumphe Grcx Hominum fonet> 
Dum Iseta quaquaverfus ambos 
Ailra repercutiunt triumphos. 

SUI-IPSIUS INCREPATI 

EPIGJIAMMA. 

.^ ORPORE cur haeres, Wattfi ? cur incola t 
^^ Quid cupis indignum, mens habitare lutum 
Te caro mille mails premit ; hinc juvenes gravat 

Languor, & hinc vegetus crimina fanguis alit. 
Cura, amor, ira, dolor mentem male diftrahit j ai 

Undique adeft Satanas retia faeva ftruens. 
•Sufpice ut athercum fjgnant tibi nutibus aflta 

Tramitem, Sc aula vocat parta Cruore Dei, 
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Te manet Uriel dux ; Sc tibi fubjicit alas 

Steilatas Seraphln officiofa cphors. 
Te fuperum choras optat amans, te invitat Jefus^ 

" Hue ades & noftro tetnpora cende (inu.** 
Vere amat ille lutum quem nee dolor aut Satan arcet 

Inde, nee alliciunt Angelus, Aftra, Deus. 



Excitatio Cordis Caslam verfus. 
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TJ EU quot secla tens carcerc corporis, 

Wattfi ? quid refugis limen & exitura ? 
Nee mens xthereum culmen, & atria 

Magni patris anhelitat ? 

Corpus vile creat mille moleftias, 
Circura corda volant & dolor, & metus, 
^'wcatumquc malis durius omnibus 

Cxcas infidias ftruit. 
Non hoc grata tibi gaudia de folo 
Surgunt : Cbrifhis abeft, delicis tua?, 
Longe Chriftus abeft, inter & angelos 

£t pi6la aftra perambulans. 
' Cccli fumma petas, nee jaculabitur. 
^cunda tonans fulmina : Te Deus 
^«atur J Vacuum tcnde per Aera 

Pennas nunc homini datas. 

Brealhr- 
* Vide Horat. Lib, I. Od. j* 
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Breathing toward the Heavienly Cou 
Cafimire, Book I. Od. 19. imitated* 
" Urit me Patriae Decor, &c.'* 

'TpHE beauty of my native land 
-■' Imm<Mtal love infpires } 
^ I bum, I burn with ftrong defires, 
And'iigh, and wait the high command. 
There glide& the moon her fhining way. 
And ihoots my heart through with a filver r: 
Upward my heart afpires : 
A thoufand lamps cf golden light 
Hung high, in vaulted azure, charm my fig 
An^ wink and beckon with their amorous fi 
O ye fair glories of my heavenly home. 
Bright centinels who guard my Father^'s c 
Where all the happy minds refort. 
When will my Father's chariot come ? 
Muft ye for ever walk th' ethereal round. 
For ever fee the mourner lie 
An exile of the iky, 
A prifoner of the ground ? 
Defcend fome fhining fervants from on high, 
Build me a haily tomb ; 
A grafly turf will raife my head ; 
The neighbouring lilies drefs my bed j 
And ilied a fweet perfume. 
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Here I put off the chains of death. 

My foul too long has v/om : 
Friends, I forbid one groaning breathy 

Or tear to wet my urn 5 
Raphael, behold me all undreft. 
Here gently lay this flefh to reft ; 
Then mount, and lead the path unknown, 
Swift Ipurfue thee, flaming guide, on pinions of my own« 

The Hundredth Epigram of Cassimire. 

On Saint Ardalio, who from a Stage-Player be- 
came a Chriftian, and fufFered Martyrdom. 

A RDALIO jeers, and in his comic ftrains 

The myfteries of our bleeding God profanes, 
^ile his loud laughter fhakes the painted fcenes. 
Heaven heard, and ftrait around the fmoaking throne 
The kindling lightning in thick flaflies (hone. 
And vengeful thunder murmurM to be gone. 

Mercy ftood near, and with a fmiling brow 

Calm'd the loud thunder j <* There 's no need of you ; 

" Grace ftiall defcend, and the weak man fubdue." 

^prace leaves the Ikies, and he the ftage forfakes, 

ne bows his head down to the martyring ax. 

And as he bows, this gentle farewell fpeaks 5 

" So goes the comedy of life away 5 

** Vain earth, adieu j Heaven will applaud to-day ; 

" Strike, courteous tyrant, and conclude the play." 

Wlien 
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When the Proteflant CTiurcH at Montpelier 
demolifhed by the French King's Order, 
Proteftants laid Stones up in their Bury 
place, whereon a Jefuit made a Latin Epigi 

Enrii/hcd thus: 

A Hug'not church, once at Montpelier built, 
■^*' Stood and proclaim\l their madnefs andtl^ir; 
Too long it ftood beneath heaven's angry frown. 
Worthy when rifing to be thnnder'd dpwn. 
Lewis, at laft, th' avenger of the (kies. 
Commands, and level with the ground it lies : 
-The ilones difpersM^ their wi'etched offs|iring con 
Gather, and heap them on their father'^ tomb. ' 
Thus the cor*'d houfe falls on the builder's head 
And though beneath the ground their bones are laid. 
Yet the juft vengeance ftill purfues the guilty dea( 

The Anfwer by a French Proteflant. 

Engliihed thus: 

A Chriilian church once at Montpelier ftood, 
■^*' And nobly fpokc the builder's zeal for God. 
It ftood the envy of the fierce dragoon. 
But not defervM to be deftroy'd fo foon ; 
Yet Lewis, the wild tyrant of the age. 
Tears down the walls> a vi^im to his rage. 

Yc 
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Young faithful hands pile up the facred (lones 
(Dear monument ! ) o'er their dead fathers' bones j 
The ftoncs Ihall move when the dead fathers rife. 
Start up before the pale deftroyer*8 eyes. 
And teftify his madnefs to th* atenging fkies. 
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"117 IL D as the lightning, various as the moon, 

* ^ Roves my Pindaric fong : 

Here (he glows like burning noon 

la ficrceft flames, and here (he plays 
Gentle as (tar-beattis on the midnight feas j 

Now in a fmiling angel's form. 

Anon (he rides upon the ftorm, 
loud as the noify thunder, as a deluge ftrong. 
Are my thoughts and wi(hes free,- 

And know no number nor degree ? 

Such is the Mufe : Lo (he difdains 
The links and chains, 

Mcafures and rules of vulgar (brains, [reigns» 

And o'er the laws of harmony a Sovereign Queen (he 

If (he roves 
By ftreams or groves 
Tuning her pleafures or her pains. 
My padion keeps her ftill in fight. 
My pafHon holds an equal flight 
Through love's, oi: nature's wide campaigns* 
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If with bold attempt (he fings 
Qf die biggeft mortal things. 
Tottering thrones and nations flain | 
Or breaks the fleets of warring kiogs. 
While thunders roar 
From fhore to fliore. 
My foul fits faft upon her wings. 
And fweeps the crimfon furge, or fcours the { 
Still I attend her as fhe flies. 
Round the broad globes and all beneath th 

But when from the meridian ftar 

Long ftreaks of glory fliine. 
And heaven invites her from afar. 
She takes the hint, flie knows the fign. 
The Mufe afcends her heavenly carr> 
And climbs the fteepy path and means the th 
Then flie leaves my flittering mind 
CIoggM with clay, and unrefined. 
Lengths of diftance far behind ; 
Virtue lags with heavy wheel 5 
Faith has wings, but cannot rife. 

Cannot rife, Swift and high 

As the winged numbers fly. 
And faint devotion panting lies 
Half way th* ethereal hill. 

O why is piety fo weak, 
And yet the Mufe fo ftrong ? 

When ftiall thefe hateful fetters break 
That have confinM me long ? 
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inrd a glowing heat I feel, 
^, fpark of heavenly day 5 
t earthly vapours damp my zeal, 
n,vy fle(h drags me the downward way. 
nt arc th^- efforts of my will, 
mortal pafTion charms my foul aftray. 
nc, thou fwcct hour of dear relcafc, 
Shine, from the fky. 
And call me high 
ingle wirii the choirs of glory and of blifs, 
ration there begins the flight, 
'akes the fong, and guides the way ; 
ere love and zeal divine and bright 
out new regions in the world of light, 
carce the bolded Mufe can follow or obey, 

I in a dream, and Fancy reigns, 

fpreads her gay delufive fcenes j 

•r is the vifion true ? 

old Religion on her throne, 

wful ftate defcending down. [view. 

er dominions vaft and bright within my fpacious 

fmiles, and with a courteous hand 

le beckons me away ; 

nine airy powers loofe from the cumbrous clay, 

! with a joyful h.iftc obey 

eligion's high command. 

It lengths and heights an.l df'ptbs unknown '. 

id fields witli bk'oiTiing glory fovvn, 

K. And 
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And Teas, and (k\es, and ftars her owny 

In an unmeafur'd fpherc ! 
What heavens of joy, and light fereqey 
Which nor the rolling fun has fecn. 
Where nor the roving Mufe has been 

That greater traveller ! 

A long farewell to all below. 
Farewell to all that fenfe can fliow. 
To golden fcenes, and flowery fields. 
To all the worlds that fancy builds. 

And all that Poets know. 
Now the fwift tranfpprts of the mind 

Leave the fluttering Mufe behind, | 

A thoufand loofe Pindaric plumes fly fcatteringdo 
Amongft the clouds I lofe my breath. 

The rapture grows too ftrong : 
The feeble powers that nature gav« 
Faint and drop downward to the grave) 
Receive their fall, thou treafurer of death; 

I will no more demand my tongue. 
Till the grofs organ well refin'd 
Can trace the bound lefs flights of an unfettered 

And raife an equal fong. 
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he following Poems of this Book arc peculiarly 
dedicated to Divine Love*. 
The Hazard of loving the Creatures. 
UTHERE^E'ER my flattering paflions. rove, 
^^ I find a lurking fnare ; 
Tis dangerous to let loofe our love 

Beneath th' Eternal Fair. 
Souls whom the tie cf friendihip binds. 

And partners of our blood. 
Seize a large portion of our minds> 

And leave the lefs for God. 

Nature has foft but powerful bands, 

And reafon (he controls ; 
^ile children with their little hands 

Hang clofcft to our fouls. 

Thoiightlefs they a6l th' old ferpent's pirt { 

^'hat tempting things they be ! 
Wd, how they twine about our heart. 

And draw it off from thee 1 

Ourhafty wills rufh blindly on 

Where rifing pnfiion rolls, 
And thus we make our fetters ftrong 

To bind oUr flavifh fouls. 

* Different ages have their different airs and faihlons 
f vviiting. It was much more the fafluon of the ai^e^ 
hen thele poems were written, to treat of divine Aib- 
fts in the ftyle of Solomon's Song than it is at this 
ly, which will afford fome apology for the writer, in 
8 younger yeaj'S. 

K a Dear 
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Dear Sovercigpfi, bre^k thefc fetters o 

And fet our fpirits free j 
God in hi.mfelf is blifs enough. 

For we have all in Thee. 



Defiring to love C H R 

/^ OME, let me love : or is thy rr 
^^ HardenM to ftone, or froze to i< 
I fee the blefled Fair-one bend 
And ftoop t' embrace me from the flci 

! 'tis a thought would melt a reck. 
And make a heart of iron move, 
That thofe fweet lips, that heavenly '. 
Should feek and wifli a mortal love ! 

1 was a traitor doom'd to fire. 
Bound to fuflain eternal pains ; 
He flew on wings of ftrong defirc, 
AffumM my guilt, and took my chai 

Infinite grace! Almighty charms \ 
Stand in amaze, ye whirling fkies ! 
Jefiis the God, with naked arms. 
Hangs on a Crofs of Love, and dies. 

Did pity ever ftoop fo low, 
DrefsW in divinity and blood ? 
Was ever rebel courted fo 
In groans of an expiring God ? 
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Again he lives ; and fpreads his hands^ 
Hands that were naiPd to torturing fmart | 
By thefe dear wounds, fays he j and (lands 
And prays to clafp me to his heart. 

Sure I muft love ; or are my ears 
Still deaf, nor will my paflion move ? 
Then let me melt this heart to tears ; 
Tiiis heart (hall yield to death or love. 

The HEART given away. 

IF there are pa(rions in my foul, 

(And paflion s fure they be) 
Now they are all at thy control. 
My Jefus, all for Thee. 

IHovc, that pleafing power, can reft 

In hearts fo hard as mine, 
Conie, p^cntlc Saviour, to my breaft, 

For all my love is thine, 
'tt the gay world, with treacherous art 

Allure my eyes in vain : 

have convcy'd away my heart. 

Ne'er to return again, 

feel my warmelt paflions dead 
To all that earth can boaft ; 
'his foul of mine was never made 
For vanity and duft. 

K 3 Now 
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Now I can {ix my thoughts above, 

Amidtt their flattering charms, 
Till the dear Lord that hath my love 
Shall call me to his arms. 

So Gabriel, at his King's cominahd, 

From yon celeftial hill. 
Walks downward to our worthlefs land. 

His foul points upward ilill. 

He glides along my mortal things. 

Without a thought of love, 
Fulfils his tafk, and fpreads his wings 

To reach the realms above. 



Meditation in a Gro 

O WEET iVlure, defcend and blefs the fl 
^ And blefs the evening grove ; 
Bufmefs, and tioife, and day, are fled. 
And every care, but love. 

But hence, ye wanton young and fair, 

Mine is a purer flame; 
No Phyllis fhall infeft the air, 

With her unhallow'd name. 

Jefus has all my powers pofleft. 
My hopes, my fears, my joys t 

He, the dear Sovereign of my breaft^ 
Shall ftill command my voice. 

5 . 
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Some of the faireft choira above 

Shall flock around my fong. 
With joy to hear the name they love 

Sound from a mortal tongue. 

His charms (hall make my numbers flow. 

And hold the falling floods, 
While filence fits on every bough. 

And bends the Uftenlng woods. 

ril carve our pafliion on the bark. 

And every wounded tree 
Shall drop and bear fome myillc mark 

That Jefus dy'd for me. 

The fwains (hall wonder when they read, 

Infcrib'd on all the grove. 
That heaven itfelf came down, and bled 

To win a mortal's love. 



The Faireft and the Only Beloved. 

n 
LrONOUR to that diviner ray 
That firft allur'd my eyes^ away 
From every mortal fair 5 
All the gay things that held my fight 
Seem but the twinkling fparks of night. 
And languifhing in doubtful light 
l^ie at the morning-ftar. 

K 4 What- 
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Whatever fpeaks the godhead great. 

And fit to be ador'd, 
Whatever malces the creature fweet. 
And worthy of my paiiiony meet 

Harmonious in my Lord. 
A thoufand graces ever rife 

And bloom upon his face $ 
A thoufand arrows from his eyes 
Shoot through my heart with dear furj 

And guard around the place. 

All nature's art fhall never cure 
The heavenly pains I found. 
And 'tis beyond all beauty's power 
To make another wound : 
Earthly beauties grow and fade; 
Nature heals the wounds *he made. 
But charms fo much divine 
Hold a long empire of the heart 5 
What heaven has join'd fhall never pai 
And Jelus muft be mine. 

In vain the envious fliadcs of nigfft. 

Or flatteries of the day 
Would veil his ima^e from my fight, 

Or tempt my foul awr.y ; 
Jefus Is all my waking theme, 
His lovely form meets every dream 

And knows not to depart ; 
5 
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(lion reigns 

h. all my veins, 

g round the crimfon ftream, 

him at my heart. 

for ever dwell, my love ; 
nfine my fenfe 5 
r wildeft willies rove 
thought from thence, 
glories ind thy grace 
emnant-minutes pafs ; 
lou Everlafting Fair, 

foul a manfion there : 
ires to fee thy face 
r fhould for the vifion pay 5 
n to meet the fca, 
sir nature in th' embrace. 

y ocean, thou my God j 
paflions of the mind 
nd freedom unconfinM 
fpread their powers ahroad. 
flittering things on high 
ly heaven, if thou remove ; 
:'d, and long to die ; 
in without thy love } 
Id ever berir to be 
h immortality 
ftars, but far from Thee ? 

Mutual 
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Mutual Love flronger than D 

NOT the rich world of rtilnds above 
Can pay the mighty debt of lore 
I owe to Chrift my God : 
With pangs which none but he could fei 
He brought my guilty foul from hell : 
Not the firft feraph's tongue can tell 
The value of his blood. 

Kindly he feiz'd me in his arms, 

JFrom the falfe world's pernicious charroi 

With force divinely fweet. 
Had I ten thoofand lives my own, 
At his demand. 
With chearful hand, 
I **d pay the vital treafure down 
In hourly tributes at his feet. 

But, Saviour, let me tafte thy grace 

With every fleeting breath ? 
And through that heaven of pleafure pa 

To the cold arras of death 5 
Then I could lofe fucceiTive fouls 

Faft as the minutes fly i 
So billow after billow rolls 

To kifs the fhore, and die. 
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e fabfbnce of the following Copy, and many 
>rtiie lines, were fent me by an efleemed friend, 
^r. W. Nokes, with a defire that I would form 
hem into a Pindaric Ode ; hot I detained his 
leafures, leftt fhonld too much alter his fenfc. 

A Sight of CHRIST* 

NGELS of light, your Ood amd King furroundt 
With noble fongs ; in his exalted fkfh 

laims your worfhip ; while his faints on earthy 
their Redeemer-God with humble tongues* 

sis with lofty honours crown his head i 

)owing at Bis feet, by faith, may fed 

liftant influence, and confefs his lore. 

ice I beheld his face, when beams divine 
e from his eye- lids, and unufual light 
)t me at once in glory and fitrprize. 
oyful heart high leaping in my breaft 
. tranfport cry'd, This is the Chrift of God j 
threw ray arms around in fweet embrace, 
dafpM, and bow^d adoring lo^^, till I was loft in him, 

hiie he appears, no other charms can hold 
aw my foul, afhamM of former things, 
h no remembrance now deferve or name, 
tgh with contempt j beft in oblivion hid* 

But 



14IL WATTS 'S POEMJ 

Love on a Cross^ and a T : 

"1^ O W kt my faith grow ftrong, and ri 
'*'^ And vievy my Lord in all his love j 
Look back to hear his dying cries, 
Then mount and fee his throne above. 

See where lie langui/h'd on the Crofs 5 
Beneath my fins he groan'd and dyM j 
See -Where he fits to plead my caufe 
By his Almighty Father's Side. 

If I behold his bleeding Heart, 
There love in floods of forrow reigns. 
He triumphs o'er the killing fmart. 
And buys my pleafure with his pains. 

Or if I climb th' eternal hills 
Where the dear Conqueror fits enthronM, 
Still in his heart compadion dwells. 
Near the memorials of his wound. 

How (hall a pardoned rebel (how 
How much I love my dying God ? 
Lord, bene I bani(h every foe, 
I hate the (ins that coft thy blood. 

I hold no more commerce with hell. 
My deareft lufts (hall all depart 9 
But let thine image ever dwell 
Stampt as a feal upon my heart. 
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"atory Thought for the Lord's 
Supper. 

niution of Isaiah Ixiii. i, 2, 3. 

T heavenly Man> or lovely God, 
les marching downward from the ikiety 
garments rollM in blood, 
id pity in his eyes. 

the Saviour ! yes, 'tis he 5 
I by the fmiles he wears \ 
us Man that dyM for me, 
eep in agonies and tears 1 

'als bis (hining breaft ; 
: wounds, and I adore : 
>ares a royal feaft, 
of the (harp pangs he bore ! 

w thefe favours fo divine ! 
r fo lavifh of thy biood ? 
ich earthly fouls as mine, 
nly flefh, this facred food ? 

own love that made him bleed, 
I him to the curfed tree 5 
own love this table fpread 
iworthy worms as we. 

s tafte the Saviour''s love ; 
:h, and feed upon the Lord : 
con lent our lips (hall move, 
Hofannas crown the board. 

Con- 
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Converse with C h r i 

T ' M tirM with vifits, modes, and forn 
*■• And flatteries "paid to fellow- worms 5 
Their converfation cloys ; 
Their vain amours, and empty fluff: 
But I can ne'er enjoy enough 
Of thy beft company^ ray Lord, thou life 

When he begins to tell his love, 
Through every vein my paffions move, 

The captives of his tongue : 
In midnight (hades, on frafty ground, 
I could attend the pleafing found. 
Nor (hould I feel December cold, nor thir 

There, while I hear my Saviour-God 
Count o'er the fins (a heavy load) 
He bore upon the tree. 
Inward I blufti with fecret fhame. 
And weep, anc! love, and bLfs the nar 
That knew not guilt nor grief his own, 
Next he defcribes the thorns he wore. 
And talks his bloudy piflijn o'er, 

Till I am drown'd in tears : 
Yet with ihe fmypathetic fmart 
There 's a ftrange joy beats round my her 
The curfed tree has blcffings in't, my fw 
bvurs. 
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I bear the glorious fufFerer tell, 
How on his crofs he vanquifhM hell. 

And all the powers beneath : 
Fnuifported and infpirM, my tongue 
Attempts his triumphs in a fongj [death !'• 

bwhas the ferpent loft his fting ! and where 's thy vidory* 

ht when he fhews his hands and heart, 
^ith thofe dear prints of dying fmart. 
He fets my foul on fire : 
^ot the beloved John could reft 
Vith more delight upon that breaft, [defire, 

r Thomas pry into thofe wounds with more intenfe 

Cindly he opens me his ear, 

Vnd bids m,e pour my forrow there. 

And tell him all my pains : 

Thus while I eafe my burden'd heart, 

n every woe he bears a part, [fuftains. 

iamis embrace me, and his hand my drooping head 

""Jy from my thoughts, all human things, 
Vnd fporting fwains, and fighting kings. 
And tales of wanton love : 
•^y foul difdains that little fnare 
-'he tangles of Amira's hair ; [remove. 

ine arms, my God, are fweeter bands, nor can my heart 



Grace 
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Grace fhinijDg, 34k1 Nature faint 
Sol. Song i. 3. ^ ii. 5. & vi. 5. 

'TpLL roe, faireft of thy kind, 
-^ Tell me Shepherd, all divine. 
Where this fainting head reclin'd 
May relieve fuch cares as mine : 
Shepherd, lead me to thy grove 5 
If burning noon infeft the (ky. 
The fickening flieep to covert fly, 
The ilieep not half fo faint a& I, 
Thu« overcome with love. 

Say, thou dear Sovereign of my brcaft. 
Where doft thou lead thy flock to reft : 

Why fhould I appear like one 

Wild and wandering all alone, 

Unbeloved and unknown ? 

O my Great Redeemer, fay. 

Shall I turn my feet aftray I 
Will Jefus bear to fee me rove. 
To fee me feek another love ? 

Ne'er had I known his deareft name. 
Ne'er had I felt this inward flame. 
Mad not his heart-ftrings firft began the tender ] 
Nor can I bear the thought, that He 
Should leave the fky, 
Should bleed and die, 
Should love a wretch fo vile as me 
Witho^ returns of paflion for his dying woum 
3 
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His eyes are glory mixM with grace j 
In his delightful awful face 
Sits m'ajefty and gentlenefs. 
So tender is my bleeding heart 

That with a frown he kills 5 
His abfence in perpetual fmart 
Nor is my ibul refinM enough 
To bear the beaming of his love. 

And feel his warmer fmiles. 
Where fliall I reft this drooping head ? 
I love, I love the fun, and yet I want the fhade. 

My finking fpirits feebly ftrive 

T' endure the extafy j 
Beneath thefe rays I cannot live. 

And yet without them die. 
None knows the pleafure and the pain 
That all my inward powers fuftain 
But fuch as feel a Saviour's love, and love the God again. 

Oh, why fhould beauty heavenly bright 

Stoop to charm a mortal's fight. 
And torture with the fweet excefs of light ? 

Our hearts, alas ! how f^il their make ! 
. With their own weight of joy they break, 
Oh, why is love fo ibtmg, and nature's felf fo weak ? 

Turn, turn away thine eyes^ 
Afcend the aiuve hills, and fliine 
Amongft the happy tenants of the ikies, 
*hey can fuftain a,yifion fo divine. 

La Q turn 
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O turn thy lovely glories from me. 
The joys are too Intenfe, the glories overcome H 

Dear Lor J, forgive my rafli complaint^ 
And love me ftill 
Againft my froward will 5 
Unvail.thy beauties, though I faint. 
Send the great herald from the iky. 
And at the trumpet's awful roar 
This feeble ftate of things (hall fly. 
And pain and pleafure mix no more : 
Then ihall I gaze with ftrengthned fight 
On glories infinitely bright, 
. My heart fliall all be love, my Jefus all delight. 

Love to CHRIST prefent or abfen 

/r\F all the joys we mortals know, 
^^ Jefus, thy love exceeds the reftj 
Love, the beft blefiing here below. 
And neareft image of the bleft. 

Sweet are my thoughts, and foft my cares. 
When the celeftial flame I feel j 
In all my hopes, and all my fears. 
There 's fomething kind and pleafijig ftill. 

While I am held in his embrace. 
There 's not a thought attempts to rove 5 
Each fmiie he wears upon his face 
Fixes, and charms, and fires my love. 
3 
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Hefpeaks, and ftrait immortal joys 
Run through my ears, and reach my heart ; 
My foul all melts at that dear voice, 
And pleafure ihoots through every part. 

If be withdraw a moment\s fpace. 
He leaves a facred pledge behind -, 
Here in this bread his image ftays. 
The grief and comfort of my mind. 

While of his abfence I complain. 
And long, and weep as lovers do. 
There's a ftrange pleafure in the pain. 
And tears have their own fweetnefs too» 

When round his courts by day I rove. 
Or aflc the watchmen of the night 
For fome kind tidings of my love. 
His very name creates delight. 

Jefus, my God ; yet rather come ; 
Mine eyes would dwell upon thy face j 
'Tis beft to fee my Lord at home. 
And feel the prefcnce of his grace. 

The ABSENCE of CHRIST. 

00 ME, lead me to fome lofty fliade 
Where turtles moan their loves 5 
Tall fhadows were for lovers made 5 
And grief becomes the groves. 

L s 'TI* 
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'Tis no mean l^eauty of the ground 

That has inflav'd mine eyes 5 
I faint beneath a nobler wound. 

Nor love below the fkies. 

Jefus, the fpring of all that's briglit. 

The Everlafting Fair, 
Heaven''s ornament, and heaven''s delight. 

Is my eternal care. 

But, ah ! how far above this grave 
Does the bright charmer dwell ? 

Ab fence, thou keeneft wound to love. 
That fliarpeft pain, I feel. 

Penfive I climb the facred hills, 

And near him vent my woes ; 
Yet his fweet face he ftill conceals, 

Yet ftill my paflion grows. 

I murmur to the hollow vale, 

I tell the rocks my flame. 
And blefs the echo in her cell 

That beft repeats her name. 

My paflion breathes perpetual fighs. 

Till pitying winds fliall hear. 
And gently bear them up the fkies^ 

And gently wound his ear. 
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Btfiring his JHfetnt td Earth. 

JESUS, I love. C^mc, deareft name. 

Come and poflefs this heirt of mrne; 
I love, though 'tis a faintfer flame, 
And infinitely lefs than thine. 

! if my Lord wouW leave the flcict, 
^reft in the rays of mildeft grace. 
My foul fhould haften to my eyes 
To meet the pleafures of his face. 

How would I feaft on ail his charms. 

Then round his lovely feet entwine 4 
Worftiip and love, in all their forms, 
Should honour beauty fo divine. 

^n vain the tempter's flattering tongue. 
The world in vain (hall bid me move, 
^n vain ; for I fhould gaze To long 
Till I were all transform^ to love. 

Then (mighty God) I'd fmg and fay, 

^hat empty names are crowns and kittgs! 
* Amongft them give thefe \Vorlds away, 
^Thefe liule defpicablc things.*' 

^ would not afk to climb the Iky. 
Nor envy angels their abode, 
^have a hcr.ven as bright and high 
^^ the bieil vifion of my God. 

L 4 Afcendina; 
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Afcending to him in Heaven* 

J^T^ I S pure delight, without alloy, 

-■■ Jefusy to hear thy name. 
My fpirit leaps with inward joy, 

I feel the facred flame. 

My paflions hold a pleafing reign^ 

While love infpires my hreaft. 
Love, the^divineft of the train. 

The fovereign of the reft. 

This is the grace muft live and fing. 
When faith and fear fliall ceafe, 

Muft found from every joyful ftring 
Through tlie fweet groves of blifs. 

Let life immortal feize my clay ; 

Let love refine my blood ; 
Her flames can bear my foul away. 

Can bring me near my God. 

Swift I afcend the heavenly place^ 

And haften to my home, 
J leap to meet thy kind embrace, 

I come> O Lord, I come. 

Sink down, ye feparating hills> 

Let guilt and death remove : 
'Tis love that drives my chariot-wheels. 

And death muft yield to love. 
3 
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The Prefence of G O D worth dying for ; 
Or, the Death of Moses. 

T ORD, 'tis an infinite delight 

To fee thy holy face, 
To dwell whole ages in thy fight. 
And feel thy vital rays. 

This Gabriel knows ; and fings thy name 

With rapture on his tongue ; 
Mofes the faint enjoys the fame, 

And heaven repeats the fong. 

"^ile the bright nation founds thy praife «» 

From each eternal hill, 
Sweet odours of exhaling grace 

The happy region fill. 

Thy love, a fea without a ftiore, 

Spreads life and joy abroad : 
^ t>s a heaven worth dying for 

To fee a fmiling God ! 

^^^ me thy face, and I '11 away 

From all inferior things 5 
Speak, Lord, and here I quit my clay, 

And ftrctch my airy wings. 

*^eet was the journey to the iky. 
The wondrous prophet try'd 5 
Climb up the mount," fays God, *' and die j" 
The prophet climb'd and dy'd. 

Softly 
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Softly his fainting head he lay 

Upoa his Maker's hreaft, 
His Make- kifs'd his foul away. 

And laid his fiefli to red. 

In God's own arms he left the breath 

That God's own fpirit gave ; 
His was the nobleft road to death. 

And his the fweeteft grave. 

Long for his Return. 

/^ 'TWAS a mournful parting day ! 
' ^^ Farewell, my Spoufe, he fa id j 
(How tedious. Lord, is thy delay ! 
How long my Love hath ftaid !) 

Farewell ! at once he left the ground. 
And climb'd his Father's Iky 5 

Lord, I would tempt thy chariot down, 
Or leap to thee on higli. 

Round the creation wild I rove, 

And fearch the globe in vain ; 
There 's notiiing here that's worth my love 

Till thou return again. 

My paflions fly to feek their King, 

And fend their groans abroad, 
They beat the air with heavy wing. 

And mourn an abfent Gcd : 



LYRIC POEMS, Book I. 155 

With mward pam my heart-ftrings found. 

My foul diffolves away : 
Dear Sorereigxi, whirl the (eafons round. 

And bring the promised day. 

HOPE IN DARKNESS. 

y ET, gracious God, 

Yet will I feek thy frailing face; 
*^at though a fRbrt eclipfe his beauties fhrowd 
And bar the influence of his rays, 
^'8 but a morning vapour, or a Aimmer cloud ; 
"e is my fun though he refufe to fhinc. 
Though for a moment he depart 
^^^tl\ for ever on his heart, 

^or ever he on mine. 
Viy before the light arife 
^* Spring a thought away to God 5 
'^^ pafTion of my heart and eyes 
"^U fhout a thoufand groans and fighs, 
^boufand glances ftrike the ikies, 
^he floor of his abode. 

^^^v Sovereign, hear thy fervant pray, 

^nd the blue heavens, 'Eternal King, 

downward thy chearful graces bring j 
^^ ^all I breathe in vain and pant my hours away ? 
"^k, glorious Brightncfs, through the gloomy veil, 

I-ook how the armies of defpair 

Aloft their footy banners rear 

Kound my poor captive foul, and dare 

Prc-ounce m- -r:!';r:cr cf lie:!; 

Bvt 
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luc T'lcm^ w hiOf. s&i T!&sk bt Sldcld, 
WTiz JBfK. IK n -he 'i^aaejr iad ; 
Iff'g^gj ^tvnmm iii.'|piiuna^ i&aoc « 
Gnc csncs. xc -^ubcjuue^ x cv 
A^t in.v«5s -at • 

BTiaiii u ^XC " iin**>j lUC. 3D.!' 

W3E3. "VnitXirziIS JI1.WC mi* yaftjf^ ZRCC 

y •*rfTi^r " n* "^z.^ st^hes cc r3c *^^*' L*"^ fliooc« 

Ask! fcfZfs^ " " w i le a or cm ei:cry £kc s 
Oir If iri-a rsscsr d wirk the fi^it 
Wiser- all iffratioti, ill d-Iight, 
And Ic^i H.-TfTr-rriT IcTicdfd the Redeemer's pni 
Hsrt cGoId I ^ jj 
(Acd pc:r.t the pbce whereon I ftood) 
Hstt I cnjoy'd a vi^t half the day 
Frcoi mj defcendiag God : 
I was regard with hcavenlj fare, 
AVlth fruit and manna from above ; 
Divinely fweet the bleflings were 
While mine Emanuel was there : 
And o'er my head 
The conqueror fpread 
The banner of his love. 

Then why my heart funk down Co low ? 
. Why do my eyes diflblvc and flow» 
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And hopelefs nature mourn ? 
Rwiew, my Ibul, thofe pleafing days, 
^^ his unalterable g^race 
Through the difpleafure of his face. 

And wait a kind return. 
A Fathef 8 love may raife a frown 
To chide the child, or prove the Son, 

But love will ne'er deftroy ; 
The hour of darknefs is but fhort, 
Faith be thy life, and patience thy fupport. 

The morning brings the joy. 

Come, LORD JESUS. 

XlTHEN (hall thy lovely face be feen ? 

" When fliall our eyes behold our God ? 
^at lengths of diftance lie between. 
And hills of guilt ? a heavy load I 

^or months are ages of delay, 
And flowly every minute wears : 
^Jy> winged time, and roll away 
Thefe tedious rounds of fluggilh years. 

Ye heavenly gates, loofe all your chains, 
^ the eternal pillars bow; 
Bleft Saviour, cleave the ftarry plains. 
And make the cryftal mountains flow. 

^^, how thy faints unite their cries, 
And pray and wait the general doom ; 
Come, Thou, The Soul of all our Joys, 
Thou, The Dcfirc of Nations, come. 



But 
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Pat thy bright n^xs of triumph an. 
And blefs our eyes, and blefs our ears. 
Thou abfent Love, dioa dear Unknown, 
Thou Foireft of ten thoafimd Fain. 

Our h?art-ftrnigs groan with d^ complaint. 
Our flefli lies panting. Lord, for thee. 
And every limb, and every joint. 
Stretches for immortality. 

Our fpirits ihake their eager wings. 
And bum to meet thy flying throne i 
We rife away from mortal things 
T* attend thy (hining chariot down. 

Now let our cbearful eyes forvey 
The blazing earth and melting hills. 
And fmile to fee the lightnings play. 
And flalh along before thy wheels. 

O for a (hout of violent joys 
To join the trumpet's thundering found 1 
The angel herald ihakes the ikies. 
Awakes the graves, and tears the ground* 

Ye flumbering faints, a heavenly hoft 
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs i 
Let every facred deeping dull 
Leap into life, for Jefus comes. 

Jefus, the God of might and love, 
New-moulds our limbs of cumberous clay 
Qii^ick as feraphic-flames we move, 
Adlive and young, and fair as they. 



Ooi 
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Our airy feet with unknown flight 
Swift as the motions of defire, 
Run up the hills of heavenly light. 
And leave the weltering world in fire. 

Bewailing my own InconfUncy. 

T LOVE the Lord ; but ah ! how far 
^ My thoughts from the dear objeft are ! 
This wanton heart how wide it roves I 
And fancy meets a thouiand loves. 

If my foul burn to fee my God, 
I tread the courts of his abode, 
But troops of rivals throng the place. 
And tempt me off before his face. 

Would I enjoy my Lord alone, 

I bid my paiHons all be gone. 

All but my love j and charge my will 

To bar the door and guard it ftill. 

But cares, or trifles, make, or find. 
Still new avenues to the mind, 
Till I with grief and wonder fee. 
Huge crowds betwixt the Lord and me. 

Oft I am told the Mufe will prove 
A friend to piety and love ; 
Strait I begin fome facred fong, 
AnJ take my Saviour on ray tongue. 

Strangely 
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Strangely I lofe his lovely face. 
To hold the empty founds in chacej 
At beft the chimes divide my heart, 
And the Mufc ihares the larger part. 

Falfe confident ! and falfer breaft I 
Fickle, and fond of every gueft : 
Each airy image as it flies 
Here finds admittance through my eyes. 

This foolifti heart can leave her God, 
And fhadows tempt her thoughts abroad : 
How (hall I fix this wandering mind ? 
Or throw my fetters on the wind ? 

Look gently down, Almighty Grace, 
Prifon me round in thine embrace ; 
Pity the foul that would be thine. 
And let thy power my love confine. 

Say, when fhall the bright moment be 
That I fhall live alone for Thee, 
My heart no foreign Lords adore. 
And the wild Mufe prove falfe no more ? 



Fo 
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Forsaken, yet Hoping, 

TT APPY the hours, the golden days, 
•*• -*■ When I could call my Jefus mine. 
And fit and view his fmiling face. 
And melt in pleafures all-divine. 

Near to my heart, within my arms 
He lay, till fin defiPd my breaft, 
Till broken vows, and earthly charms, 
Tir'd and provok'd my heavenly gueft. 

And now He 's gone, (O mighty woe !) 
Gone from my foul, and hides his love • 
Curfe on you, fins, that grievM Him fo. 
Ye fins, that forcM him to remove. 

Break, break, ray heart 5 complain, my tongue : 
Hither, my friends, your forrows bring: 
Angels, aflift my doleful fong. 
If you have e'er a mourning ilring. 

But, ah ! your joys are ever high. 

Ever his lovely face you fee j 

While my poor fpirits pant and die. 

And gi'oan, for Thee, my God, for Thee. 

Yet let my hope look through my tears. 
And fpy afar his rolling thionc j 
His chariot through the cleaving fpherei 
Shall bring the bright Beloved down. 

M Swift 
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Swift as a roe flies o'er the hills, 
My foul fprings out to meet hira high, 
Then the fair Conqueror turns his wheeli 
And climbs the manfions of the iky* 

There fmiling joy for ever reigns. 
No more the tuitle leaves the dove ; 
Parewell to jealoufies, and pains. 
And all the ills of abfent love. 



The C O N C L U S I C 

GOD exalted above all Pra 

'P TERNAL Power! whofe high abo 
-■^ Becomes the grandeur of a God j 
Infinite length beyond the bounds 
Where ftars revolve their little rounds. 

The lowed ilep above thy feat 

Rifes too high for Gabriers feet. 

In vain the tall Arch -angel tries 

To reach thine height with wondering eye 

Thy dazzling beauties whilft he dngs. 
He hides his face behind his wings j 
And ranks of fliining thrones around 
Fall worlhiping, and fpread the ground. 

Xord, what (hall earth and aflies do ! 
We would adore our Maker tooj 
From fin and duft to thee we cry, 
Th^ Great, the Holy, and the High! 
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rth from afar has heard the fame, 
id worms have learnt to lifp thy name j 
t O, the glories of tfey ipind 
ire all our foaiing thoughts behind. 

d is in heaven, and meo below | 
fhort, our tunes; our words be few 5 
facred reverence checks our fong«, 
id praife fits filent on our tongues. 

<< Tibi laet Laus. O Dcui,'* Pfal. kv. k. 
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HORiE LYRIC iE. 

BOOK IL 

Sacred to Virtue, Honour, 
and Friendship. 



To Her MAJESTY, 

OUEEN of the Northern world, whofe gentle fway 
Commands our love, and charms our hearts t^obey^ 
Forgive the nation's groan when William dy'd t . 
Lo, at thy feet in all the royal pride 
Of blooming joy, three happy realms appear. 
And William's urn almoft without a tear 
Stands ; nor complains ; while from thy gracious tongue 
Peace flows in filver ftreams amidft the throng. 
Amazing balm, that on thofe lips was found 
To foothe the torment of that mortal wound. 
And calm the wild affright ! The terror dies, ^ 

The bleeding wound cements, the danger flies, > 

And Albion Ihouts thine honours as her joys arife, 3 
3 The 
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The German eagle feels her guardian dead. 
Not her own thunder can fecure her head 5 
Her trembling eaglets haften from afar. 
Ami Belgia's lion dreads the Gallick. war : 
All hide behind thy ftiield. Remoter lands 
Whofe lives lay trufted In Naflbvian Jiands 
Transfer their fouls, and live ; fecure they play 
In thy mild rays, and love the growing day. 

Thy beamy wing at once defends and warms 
Fainting religion, whilft in various forms 
Fair piety (bines through the Britilh ides : 
Here at thy fide, and in thy kindeft fmiles* 
Blazing in ornamental gold (he (lands. 
To blefs thy councils, and a(nft thy hands. 
And crowds wait round her to receive commands 
There at a humble didance from the throne f 
Beauteous (he lies ; her luflre all her own, 
Ungarni(h'd ; yet not blu(hing, nor afraid. 
Nor knows fufpicion, nor afFe5ls the (hade : 
Chearful and pleasM (he not prefumes to (hare 
In thy parental gifts, but owns thy guardian care, 
For thee, dear fovereign, endlefs vows arife. 
And zeal with earthly wing falutes the (kies 
To gain thy fafety : Here a folemn form * 
Of ancient words keeps the devotion warm. 



• Th^ eftablKhed church of England. 
t TheProteftantDilTenters. 
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And guides, but bounds our vfrlfties : There the mind 
Feels its own fire, and kindles unconfin'd 
With bolder hopes : Yet ftill beyond our Vows, 
Thy lovely glories rife, thy fpreading terror g^-0W8» 

Princeft, the world already owfls thy nanne j 
Go, noount the chariot of immortal fame. 
Nor die to be renownM : Fame's loudeft breath. 
Too dear is purchased by an angel's death. 
The vengeance of thy rod, with general joy. 
Shall fcourge rebellion and the rival-boy f s 
Thy founding arms his Gallic patron hears. 
And fpeeds his flight ; nor overtakes his fears,. 
Till hard defpair wring from the tyrant's foul 
The iron tears out. Let thy frown control 
Our angry jars at home, till wrath fubmit 
ller impious banners to thy facred feet ; 
Mad zeal, and frenzy, with their murderous train, 
Feel thefe fweet realms in thine aufpicious reign. 
Envy expire in rage, and treafon bite the chain. 

Let no black fcenes affright fair Albion's ftages 
Thy thread of life prolong our golden age. 
Long blefs the earth, and late afcend thy throne 
Ethereal j (not thy deeds are there unknown. 
Nor there unfung j for by thine awful hands 
Heaven rules the waves, and tliunders o'er the lands, 
Creates inferiorkings J, and gives 'emtheir commands.) 

* The Proteftant Di (Tenters* 
f Tlie Preternler. 

X She made Charles the Empe?:nr''s fecond Ton Kinj 
♦f Spain, who was ufterv/ai'ds kinpcror of Germany. 
3 U' 
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legions attend thee at the radiant grates ; 
For thee thy iiftcr-feraphi bleft Maria, waits. 

But oh ! the parting ftroke I feme heaveiily power 
Chear thy fad Britons in the gloomy hour 5 
Some new propitipus ftar appear on high 
The faireft glory of the Wcftem fky, 
And Anna be its name ; 'with gentle fway 
To check the planets of malignant ray, 
Sooth the rude north wind, and the rugged Bear, 
Calm rifing wars, heal the contagious air. 
And reign with peaceful influencetothefouthern fphcie. 



I 



Notfy This poem was written in the year 1705, in 
that honourable part of the reign of our late Qneen, 
when (he had broke the French power at Blenheim, 
aferted the right of Charles the prcfent emperor to the 
Clown of Spain, exerted her zeai for the Proielhnt Suc- 
cdfion, and promifed inviolably to maintain the tole- 
ration to the Proteftant Diflenters. Thus fhe appeared 
•be chief fupport of the Reformation, and the patronefs. 
of the liberties of Europe, 

The latter part of her reign was of a different colour, 
and was by no. means attended with the accomplilh- 
nient of thofe glorious hopes which we had conceived. 
Now the Mufe cannot fatisfy herfelf to publifh this new 
tdition without acknowledging the mi(l:ikf cf her fi)r- 
'ner prefages ; and while ftic does the world this j'j.'t-ce,. 
lie does hcrfelf the honour of a voluntary rttra^fi'ition. 
Augult !• 1721* I. VV. 
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PALINODIA. 

"ORITONS, forgive the forward Mufe 
•*^ That dar'd prophetic feals to loofe^ 
(Unflciird in fate's Eternal Book) 
And the deep chara6ler8 mif^ook. 

George is the name, that glorious liar i 
Ye faw his fplendors beaming far j 
Saw in the Eaft your joys arife, • 
When Anna funk in weftern ikies. 
Streaking the heavens with crimfon gloom. 
Emblems of tyranny and Rome, 
Portending blood and night to come. 
'Twas George diffused a vital ray. 
And gave the dying nations day : 
His influence Iboihs the Ruflian Bear, 
Calms rifing wars, and heals the air j 
JoinM with the fun his beams are hurPd 
To fcatter bleflings round the world. 
Fulfil whatever the Mufe has fpoke. 
And crown the work that Anne forfook. 

Aug. I. 1721. 

To John Locke, Efq; retired from Bu 

A NGELS are made of heavenly things, 
■^^ And light and love our fouls compofe. 
Their blifs within their bofom fprings, 
Within their bofom flows. 
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lit narrow minds ftill make pretence 
fearch the coafts of flefh and Tenfe, 
ad fetch diviner pleafures thence, 
en arc akin to ethereal forms. 
It they belye their nobler birth, 

bafe their honour down to earth, --^^ 

And claim a fh^re with worms. 

that has treafures of his own 
y leave the cottage or the throne, 
y quit the g'obe, and dwell alone 

Within his fpacious mind, 
ke hath a foul wide as the fea, 
m as the night, bright as the day, 
ire may his vaft ideas play, 

Nor feel a thought confined. 

John Shute, Efq; (afterwards Lord 
Barrington.) 

Vlr. Locke's dangerous Sicknefs, fome time 
ftcr he had retired to ftudy the Scriptures. 

1^ June, 1704. 

ND muft the man of wondrous mind 
(Now his rich thoughts are juft refin'd) 
Forfake our longing eyes ? 

m at length fubmits to wear 

wings of Faith J and lo, they rear 

:hariot high, and nobly bear 
Her prophet to the Ikies. 

Go, 
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Go, friend, and wait the prophet's flight 
Watch if his mantle chance to light. 

And feize it for thy own | 
Shute is the darling of his years. 
Young Shute his better likenefs bears 5, 
All but his wrinkles and his hairs 

Are copyM in his fon. 

Thus when our follies, or our faults^ 
Call for the pity of thy thoughts. 

Thy pen (hall make us wife i 
The fallies of whofe youthful wit 
Gould pierce the Britifh fogs with lighty. 
Place our true * Intereft in our fight. 

And open half our eyes. 

To Mr. W I L L I A M N O K 1 
FRIENDSHIP. 

InRIENDSHIP, thou charmer of the mi; 
-*• Thou fweet deluding ill. 
The brigheft mmute mortals find. 
And fharpeft hour we feel. 

Fate has divided all our ihares 

Of pleafure and of pain ; 
In love the comforts and the carei 

Are mixM and joinM again. 

♦TAe ImcreH of Eugland, yjuU.^ii.\>Y^^* 
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ht whilft in floods our forrow rolls. 

And drops of joy are few. 
This dear delight of mingling fouls 

Serves but to fwell our woe. 

Oh! why fliould blifs depart in hafte^s 

And friend(hip ftay to moan ? 
Why the fond paflion cling fo faft,. 

When every Joy is gone ? 

Vet never let our hearts divide. 

Nor death diflblve the chain : 
For love and joy were once ally'd;. 

And mud be joinM again. 

ToNathanael Gould, Efq; afterward* 
Sir Nathanael Gould. 



1704.^ 



^'T* I S not by fplendour, or by ftatc, 
'*' Exalted mein, or lofty gait. 

My Mufe takes meafures of a king : 
If wealth, or height, or bulk will do. 
She calls each mountain of Peru 

A more majeftic thing. 
Frown on me, friend, if e>r I boafl: 
O'er fellow-minds enflav'd in clay. 
Or fwell when I fliall have engroft 
A larger heap of (hining duft. 

And wear a bigger load of earth than they. 



l.t\ 




ui^^JI 



t7» W A T T S'S P O E ] 

Let the vain world falute me loud. 
My thoughts look inward, and forj 
The founding names of High and 
The flatteries of the crowd. 

When Gould commands his (hips t 
And fearch the traffic of the Tea, 
His fleet o'ertakes the falling day. 
And bears the weftern mines away. 
Or richer fpxes from the rifing fun : 
While the glad tenants of the fliore 
Shout, and pronounce him fenator * 

Yet ftill the man's the fame i 
For well the hnppy merchant knows 
The foul with treafure never grows, 

Nor fwells with airy fame. 

But truft me, Gould, 'tis lawful pr 
To rife above the mean control 
Of flefh and fenfe, to which we 're I 
This is ambition that becomes a foul. 
We fl:eer our courfe up through the 
Farewell this barren land : 
We ken the heavenly (hore with longi 
There the dear wealth of fpirits lies, 
And beckoning angels fbnd. 

* Member of parliament for a port 
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To Dr. T H O M A S GIBSON. 

The Life of Souls. 

J704 

l^IFT as the fun revolves the dsy 

^e haften to the dead, 

s to the wind we puff away, 

id to the ground we tread. 

air that lends us h'fe, when firft 

ic vital bellows heave : 

lefh we borrow of the duft 5 

when a mother*s care has nurft 

le babe to manly dze, we muft 

ith ufury pay the grave. 

juleps drawn from precious ore 

il tend the dying flame : 

plants, and roots, of barbarous name, 

rn from the Indian (hore. 

we fupport our tottering flefh, 
r cheeks refume the rofe afrelh, 
1 bark and (leel play well their game 

fave our finkinir breath, 
Gibfon, with his awful power, 
es the poor precarious hour 
"rom the demands of death. 

But 
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But art and nature, powers and charms. 
And drugs, and recipes, and forms, 
Yield as, at laft, to greedy worms • 

A defpicable prey ; 
1 M have a life to call my own. 
That (hall depend on heaven alone | 

Nor air, nor earth, nor fea 
•Mix their bafe eiTences with mine. 
Nor claim dominion fo divine 

To give me leave to Be. 

Sure there *s a mind within, that reigns 
O'er the dull current of my veins j 
I feel the inward pulfe beat high 
With vigorous immortality. 
Let earth refume the flefti it gave. 
And breath diflblve amongft the winds j 
Gibfon, the things that fear a grave. 
That I can lofe, or you can fave. 
Are not akin to minds. 

We claim dcqviaintance with the ikies^ 
Upward our fpirits hourly rife. 

And there our thoughts employ : 
When heaven (hall ilgn our grand releafe^ 
We are no ftrftnigers to the place. 

The bufinefs, or the joy. 



T/. 
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FALSE GREATNESS. 

JfYLOy forbear to call hira Weft 

•■' That only boalis a large eftate, 
ould all the treafures of tb« Weft 
eet, and confpire to make him great. 
:now thy better thoughts, I know 
ly reafon can't defcend fo low. 
t a broad ftpeam with goklen fandc 

Through all his meadows roll, 
's but a wretch, with all his lands. 

That wears a narrow foul. 

fwells amidft his wealthy ftore, 
i proudly poizing what he weighs, 
is own fcale he fondly lays 
uge heaps of Ihining ore. 
preads the balance wide to hold 
is manors and his farms, 

cheats the beam with loads of gold 
; hugs between his arms, 
light the plough-boy climb a tree, 
hen Croefus mounts his throne, 

both ftand up, and fmile to fee 
>w long their (hadow *s grown. 

1 how vain their fancies be 
> think that Ihape their own ! 

Thu« 
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Thus mingled ftill with wealth and ftatc, 
Croefus himfelf can never know 5 
His tnie dimenfipns and his weight 
Are far inferior to their fhow. 
Were I fo tall to reach the pole. 
Or grafp the ocean with my fpan, 
I muft be meafur'd by my foul : 
The mind 's die ftandard of the man* 



To S A R I S S A. 

An EPISTLE. 

T}E AR up, SarilTa, through the ruffling ftonr 
'*^ Of a vain vexing world : Tread down the c 
Thofe ragged thorns that lie acrofs the road, 
Nor fpend a tear upon them. Truft the Mufe, 
She fings experienced truth : This briny dew. 
This rain of eyes will make the briars grow. 
We travel through a dtfert, and our feet 
Have meafurM a fair fpace, have left behind 
A thoufand dangers, and a thoufand fnares 
Well fcap'd. Adieu, ye horrors of the dark, 
Ye finifliM labours, and ye tedious toils 
Of days and hours : The twinge of real fraart. 
And the falfe terrors of ill boding dreams 
Vanifti together, be alike forgot, 
For ever blended in one common grave. 
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Fvewelly ye waxing and ye waning moons. 
That we have watchM behind the flying clouds 
On nighf 8 dark hill, or fetting or afcending. 
Or in meridian height : Then filence reigned 
O'er half the world j then ye beheld our tears. 
Ye witnefs'd our complaints, our kindred groans, 
(Sad haymony !) while with your beamy bonis 
Or richer orb ye filver'd o'er the green 
Where trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
To mourners. Now ye have fulfiUM your round, 
Thofe houi-s are fled, farewell. Months that are gone 
Ire gone for ever, and have borne away 
iach his own load. Our woes and forrows paft, 
'lountainous woes, flili lefTen as they fly 
ar off. So billows in a i^ormy Tea, 
Vave after wave (a long fucceflion) roll 
eyond the ken of fight : The failors fafe 
ook far a-ftern till thpy have loft the ftorm, 
.nd fhout their boifterous joys. A gentler Mufc 
ngs thy dear fafety, and commands thy cares 
o dark oblivion ; bury'd deep in night 
ofe them, SarifTa, and allift my fong. 

Awake thy vojce, iing how the (lender line 
f fate's immortal Now divides the paft 
rom all the future, with eternal bars 
orbidding a return. The paft temptationf^ 
o more fhall vex us ; every grief we feel 
lortens the deftin'd number 5 every pulfe 
eats a (harp moment of the pain away,^ 

U Aai; 
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And the laft ftroke will come. By fwift degreet 
Time fwceps us off, and we fhall foon arrive 
At life's fwect period : O celeftial point 
That ends this mortal ftory ! ^ 

But if a glimpfe of light with flattering ray 
Breaks through the clouds of life, or wandering i 
Amidft the (hades invite your doubtful feet. 
Beware the dancitig meteor ; faithlefs guide. 
That leads the lonefome pilgrim wide ailray 
To bogs, and fens, and pits, and certain death ! 
Should viciou€ pleafure take an angel-forai 
And at a diftance rife, by flow degrees. 
Treacherous, to wind herfelf into your heart. 
Stand firm aloof ; nor let the gaudy phantom 
Too long allure your gaze : The juft delight 
That heaven indulges lawful muft obey 
Superior powers } nor tempt your thoughts too fx 
In flavery to fenfc, nor fwell your hope 
To dangerous nze ; If it approach your feet 
And court your hand, forliid th' intruding joy 
To fit too near your heart : Still may our foull 
Claim kindred with tho Pxics, nor mix with diift 
Our better-born afff6\iors ; le; ve the globe 
A neft for worms, and haft en to our home. 

O there are gardens of th' immortal kind 
That crown the heavenly Eden's riiing hills 
With beauty and with fweets j no lurking mifchi 
Dwells in the fruit, nor ferpent twines, the bough 
5 
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)*hel>raiKhes bend laden with life and blift 

^ipe for the tafte^ but *tis a fteep afcent : 

Hold faft the • goklen chain ht down from heaven, 

Twill help yonr feet and wings ; I feel its force 

^raw upwards ; faibn'd to the pearly gtte 

It guides the way unerring : Happy cine 

Through this daHc wild 1 "Twas wiidom^s nobleft woi'k> 

All joiuM by power dhrine, ^d every link ic love* 

To Mr. f . BRADBURY. 

PARADISE. 

170!. 

Young a^ I am I quit the ftage. 
Nor will I know ih* applaufes of the age 5 
J^arewell to growing fame. I leave below 
A life not half worn out with cares, 
Or agonies, or years 5 
I leave my country all in tears. 
But heaven demands mc upward, and I darie to go* 
Amongft ye, friends, divide and (hare 

The remnant of my days, 
If ye have patience, and can bear 
A long fatigue of life, and drudge through all the race. 
N a Hark, 

The gofpcl. 
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Hark, my fair guardian chides my flay,. 

And waves his golden rod : 
** Angel, I come ; lead on the way ;?* 

And now by fwift degrees 
I fail aloft through assure feas. 
Now tread the milky road s 
Farewell, ye planets, in your fpheres ; 
And as the ftars are loft, a brighter fky appears 

In hafte for paradife 
I ftretch the pinions of a bolder thought i 
Scarce had I wi4rd, but I was paft 
Deferts of tracklefs light and all th' ethereal wafte^ 

And to the facred borders brought { 
There on the wing a guard of cherubs lies. 

Each waves a keen flame as he flies, 
And well defends the walls from fieges and- fuq)rizft5. 

With pleafing reverence I behold 
The pearly portals wide unfold : 
Enter, my foul, and view th' amazing fcenes; 
Sit faft upon the flying Mufe, 
And let thy roving wonder loofe 
O'er all th' empyreal plains. 
Noon (lands eternal here : here may thy fight 
prink-in the rays of priinogenial light j 
Here breathe immortal air : 
Joy muft beat high in every vein, 
Pleafure through all thy bofom reign ; 
The laws forbid the ftranger, pain. 
And. baaiih every care^ 

Sir 
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^ee how the bubbling fprings of love 
Beneath the throne arife ; 

The dreams in cryftal channels move. 

Around the golden ftreets they rove. 
And blefs the manfions of the tipper ikies. 

There a fair grove of knowledge grows. 

Nor fin nor death infe6ls the fruit j 

Young life hangs frefti on all the boughs* 
And fprings from ever)' root ^ 

Here may thy greedy fenfes feaft 
While extafy and health attends on every tafte. 

With the fair profpe6l charm'd I ftood ; 
Fcarlefs I feed on the delicious fare, 
And drink profufe falvation from the filver flood. 
Nor can excefs be there. 

In facred order rang'd along 

Saints new-releasM by denth 
Join the bold feraph's warbling breath. 

And aid ih' immortal fong. 
Each has a voice that tunes his firings 
To mighty founds, and mighty things. 

Things of everlafting weight, 
Sounds, like the fofter viol, fweet. 

And, like the trumpet, ftrong. 
Divine attention held my foui» 
I was all ear ! 
Through all my powers the heavenly accents roll, 
I long'd and wifh'd my Bradbury there ; 
<< Could he but hear thefe notes, I faid, 
^ His tuneful foul would never bear 

N 3 ♦«Tlie 
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'* The dull uRifvinding of lil«*» teHoms tfcreacl, 

** But burft the vital chords to reacK the happy dead 

And now my tongue prepares to join- 
The harmony, and with a noble aim 

Attempts th' unutterable name. 
But faints, confounded by the notes divine $ 
Again my foul ith' unequal honour fought. 

Again her utmoft force /he brought. 
And bow'd beneath the burden of th' unwieldy thoug 

Thiice I effay'd, and fainted thrice j 
Th' immortal labour ftrainM my feeble frame. 
Broke the bright viHon, ajid diffolvM the dream : 

I funk at once and lod the ikies : 

In vam I fought the Scenes of light 
Rolling abroad my longing eyes, 
For all around then> itood my ctutains and the night. 

Stri^ Religion very rare, 

T 'M borne aloft, and leave the crowds 
'^ I fail upon a morning cloud 

Skirted with dawning gold : 
Mine eyes beneath the opening day 
Command the globe with wide furvey. 
Where ants in bufy millions play. 

And tug and heave the mould. 

«* Are thefc the things (my pafHon cry'd} 
" That w«.call men ? Are .tbcfe ally'd 
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** To the fair worlds of light ? 
" They have rasM out their Maker's name^ 
" Graven on their minda with pointed flame 

** In ftrokes divinely t)right. 

" Wretches ! they hate their native Ikies ; 
** If an ethereal thought arife, 

" Or fpark of virtue (bine, 
" With cruel force they damp its plumes, 
" Choke the young fire with^fenfual fumes, 

" With bufincfs, Iqft, or wine^ 

" Lo ! how they throng with panting breath 

" The broad defcending road 
"That leads unerring down to death, 

" Nor mifs the dark abode." 
Thus while I drop a tear or two 
On the wild lierd, a noble few 
^are to ftray upward, and purfue 

Th' unbeaten way to God. 

I meet Myrtillo mounting high, 
I know his candid foul afar ; 
Htre Dorylus and Thyrfis fly 

Each like a rifing ftar. 
Charin I faw and Fidea there, 
I faw them help each other's flighty 

And blefs them as they go j . 
They foar beyond my labouring f^ght, 
And leave their loads of mortal care. 

But not their love, below. 

N 4 Om 
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On heaven, their home, they fix theii 

The temple of their God : 
With morning incenfe up they rife 
Sublime, and through the lower fluei 
Spread the perfumes abroad. 

Acrofs the road a feraph flew, 
" Mark, (faid he) that happy pair, 
** Marriage helps devotion there i 
** When 'kindred minds their God pt 
** They break with double vigour thi 

" The dull incumbent air." 
CharmM with the pkafure and Airpri 

My foul adores and dngs, 
** Bleft be the power that Iprings thei 
'* That ftreaks their path with heaver 
" That turns their love to facrifice, 

«* And joins their zeal for wings. '^ 

To Mr. C. and S. FLEET 



Tr»LEETWOODS, yoimg gencr< 
■*' Defpife the joys that fools purfu( 
Bubbles are light and brittle too. 
Born of the water and the air. 
Try'd by a ftandard bold and juft 
Honour and gold and paint and du 
How vile the laft is, and as vain the f 
Things that the crowd call great ai 
With me how low their value *$ bn 
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Titles and names, and life and breath, 
Slaves to the wind and born for death } 
The foul *s the only thing we have 
Worth an important thought. 

The foul ! 'tis of th* immortal kind. 

Nor formM of fire, or earth, or wind, {behind. 
Oat-lives the mouldering corpfe, and leaves the globe 

In limbs of clay though (he appears, 
Array'd in rofy fkin, and deck'd with ears and eyes. 

The flefh is but the foul's difguife. 
There '& nothing in her frame kin to the drefs fhe wears s 

From all the laws of matter free. 

From all we feel, and all we fee. 
She flands eternally diftinft, and muft for ever be* 

Rife then, my thoughts, on high. 
Soar beyond all that 's made to die j 
ho ! on an awful throne 
Sits the Creator and the Judge of fouls. 
Whirling the planets round the poles. 
Winds off our threads of life, and brings our periods o»« 
Swift the approach, and folemn is the day. 
When this immortal mind 
Stript of the body's coarfe array 
To endlefs pain, or endlefs joy, 
Muft be at once confign^d. 

Think of the fands fun down to wafte^ 
We poffefs none of all the pafl. 
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None hiTt the pr^ient is our own ; 
Grace is not placM wtthm our power, 
'Tis but one feorr, one fhining hour. 
Bright ^t\d declining as a fitting fim. 
Sec the white mioutes wing'd with hs^e j 
Tlie Now that flies may be the laft ^ 
Seize the falvation e'er 'tis paft. 

Nor ir.ourn the blefJing gone : 
A thought's delay is ruin here, 
A doling eye, a gafping breath. 
Shuts up the golden fcene in death. 

And drowns you in defpair. 



To WILLIAM BLACKBOUR^ 

Casimir. Lib. IL Od. %, imitate 

" Qux tegit canas modo Bruma valles, 

XyT ARK how it fnows ! how faft the val 
■*-^**' And the fweet groves the hoary garmei 
Yet the warm fun- beams bounding from tht 
Shall melt the vail away, and the young grc 

But when old age has on your temples flicd 
lier filver-froft, there 's no returning fun j 
Swift flies our autumn, fwiftour fummer 's 
When youth, and love, and fpring, axu! gold 
gone. 
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Tben cold, and vrtntery and your aged fiaow. 
Stick faft upon yov $ not the rich array. 
Not the green g^land, nor the rofy bough, 
Shall cancel or conceal the melancholy grey. 

The chace of pleafures li not worth the pains. 
While the bright fands of health run wafting^ doWn ; ' 
And honour calls you from the fofter fcenes. 
To lell the gaudy hour for ages of rendwn. 

Tis but one youth, and (hort, that mortals have. 
And one old age diflblves our feeble frame 5 
But there 's a heavenly art t' elude the grave. 
And with the hero-race immortal kindred claim. 

The man that has his country's facred tears 
Bedewing his cold hearfe, has livM his day : 
Thus, Blackbourn, we ilMuld leave onr names our heirs j 
Old time and waning moons fweep all the reil away, 

TRUE MONARCHY. 

170^ 

'TpHE rifing year beheld th' imperious Gaul 

-** Stretch his dominion, while a hundred townt 
Crouch'd to the viflor : but a fteady foul 
Stands 6rm on its own bafe, and reigns as wide. 
As abfolute ; and fways ten thoufand flaves. 
Lulls and wild fancies with a fovereign hand* 

We are a little kingdom 5 but the man 
Thi^ chains his rebel will to reafon's throne> 
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Tonus it a large one» whilft his royal mind 
Makes heaven its council, from the rolls ab* 
Draws its own ftatutes, and with joy obeys. 

*Tis not a troop of well-appointed guards 
Create a monarch, not -a purple robe 
DyM in the people^s blood, not all the crow 
Or dazzling tiars that bend about the head. 
Though gilt with fun-beams and fet round ^ 
A monarch He that conquers all his fears. 
And treads upon them i when he ftands aloi 
Makes his own camp ; four s^uardian virtui 
His nightly ilumbers, and fecure his dreams 
Now dawns the light j he ranges all his tho' 
In fquare battalions, bold to meet th^ attacl 
Of time and chance, himfelf a numerous he 
All eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day. 
Firm. as a rock, and movelefs as the centre. 

In vain the harlot, pleafure, fpreads her c 
To lull his thoughts in luxury's fair lap. 
To fenfual eafe (the bane of little kings. 
Monarch s whofe waxen images of ibuls 
Are moulded into foftnefs) | ftill his mind 
Wears its own fhape, nor can the heavenly 
Stoop to be moderd by the wild decrees 
Of the mad vulgar, that unthinking herd. 

He lives above the crowd, nor hears the i 
Of wars and triumphs, nor regards the (hoi 
Of popular applaufe, that empty found | 

4 
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ir feels the flying arrows of reproach, 
fpite or envy. In kimfelf fecure, 
ifdoro his tower, and confcience is his (hield^ 
s peace all inward,- and his jpys his own. 

^ow my ambition fwclls, my wifhes foar, 

is be my kingdom : fit above the globe 

r rifing foul, and drefs thyfelf around 

d /hinc in. virtue's armour, climb the hcFght 

wifdom's lofty caftle, there refide 

5 from the fmiling and the frowning world.. • 

Tet once a day dkx>p down a gentle look 
the great mole-hill, and with pitying eye: 
vty the Bufy emmets round the heap, 
ading and buftling in a thou fand* forms* 
Irife and toil, to purchafe wealth and fame^ 
ubbleor a duft : Then call thy thoughts 
:o thyfelf to f^ed on joys miknown, 
I without gold, and great without renown. 

TRUE COURAGE. 

ONOUR demands my fong. Forget the ground^. 
My generous Mufe, and fit amongft the ftar&l 
re fmg tbc foul, that, confcious of her birth, 
s like a native of the vital world,. 
mgft thefe dying clods, and bears her ftate 
to herfelEj how nobly {\\c maintains 
chara£ler, fuperior to the flefli, 
vields her paflions like her limbs, and know* 
brutal powers were only bom t' obey. 

ThiV 
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T\ii 2s tbcKiB vhon iomn ooidd nevrrinak 
>I-sxJT Goe=7£s2a ; aar txn a f Uttaiii g gale 
>l2f* Ifcx talk |MhjCj : bs kadi no dcfire 
To read ^s feczd tee : yet qn c p ucqii M 
Ard dia cqqM owet las cnbom deftiny. 
Is ill is tkanmimg, or its friglttful ihapes. 

Hs tkir vn&nckiB^y and witboat a groan^ 
Bsrs t!x £rft wooniy may £n:Oi all the waf 
Wiih meer coorageons Clcnce, and come ofF ' 
Ccr.q:;eror : fcr the man that well conceals 
T:^ bszTj ftnkes of £ttc, he hears them well. 

He, thoagh th' Atlantic and the Midland Teas 
With adreiie fiirges meet, and riie on high 
Sufpended Ywixt the winds, then ru(h aniain 
Mingled with flames, upon his fingle head, 
An J clouds, and fiars, and thunder, firm he ftai 
Secure of his beft life; unhurt, unmoved ; 
And drops his lower nature, bom for death. 
Then from the lofty caftle of his mind 
Sublime looks down, exultir.pj, and furveys 
The ruins of creation (Souls alone 
Arc heirs of dying worlds) ; a piercing glance 
Shoots upwards from between his clofing lids, 
To reach his birth-place, and without a iigh 
He bids his batter'd fieiii lie gently down 
Amongft his native rubbifh ; whilft the fpirit 
Breathes and flies upward, an undoubted gueft 
Of the third heaven, th* unruinable (ky. 

Tl 
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rhither» when fatt kat bKatight our wiliing {ouIk 
matter whether 'twa* a fharp di/bafe* 
a fliarp fword diat Jbelp'd the travellers cm, 
id pu(h'4 iis to oor iKMnep Bear up, my friend* 
enely, and break through the ftormy brine 
th fteady prow ; know, we fliall ooce arrive 
the fair haven of eternal hliis. 
which we ever ileer ; whether as kings 
wide comn^^nd we \e fpread the fpacious fea 
th a broad painted fleet, or rowM along 

I thin cock-boat with a little oar. 

'here let my native plank fhift me to land 

I I '11 be happy : Thus I'll leap afiiorc ^ 
'ul and fearlefs on th' immortal coail, 

e all I leave is mortal, and it muft be lo:ft. 

he muqh honoured Mr. Thomas Rowe, 
the Diredor of my youthful Studies. 

FREE PHILOSOPHY. 

USTOM, that tyrann. fs of fools. 
That leads the learned round the fchools, 

laoic chains of forms and rules 1 

y genius Itonns her thiwne : 

lore, ye fluves, wim iwe profound 
the dull track, nor dance the round ; 

e han;!s, and quit th' inchanted ground ; 

nowlcdge invites us each alone. 

I hate 
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1 hate thefe (hackles of the mind 

ForgM by the haughty wife ; 
Souls were not bom to be confin*d» 
And ledy like Samibii, bfind and bound ^ 
But when his native ftrength he found 

He well avenged his eyes. 
I love thy gentle influence, Rowe, 
Thy gentle influence, like the fun. 
Only diilblfes the frozen fnow. 
Then bids our thoughts like rivers flow. 
And chufe the channels where they run. 

Thoughts flumld be free as fire or wind; 
The pinions of a (ingle orind 

Will through all nature fly : 
But who can drag up to the poles 
Long fetterM ranks of leaden fouls ^ 
A genius which no chain controuls 
Kovcs with delight, or deep, or high r 
Swift I furvey the globe around. 
Dive to the centre through the folid ground,. 
Or travel o'er the (ky. 

To the Reverend Mr. BENONI RO 

The Way of the Multitude 

in OWE, if we make the crowd our guide 

Through hTe's uncertain road, 
Mean is the chafej and wandering wide 
We mils th' immortal good j, 
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t If my thoughts could be confinM 

* follow any leader-mind^ 

I mark thy fteps, and tread the fame t 
'ft in thy notions I M appear 
like a foul of mortal frame, 
for with a vulgar air. 

len live at random and by chance, 
right reafon never leads the dance j 
M in the broad and beaten way 
*er dales and hills from truth we dray, 
iiin we defcend, to ruin we advance, 
''ifdom retires ; fhc hates the crowd. 
And with a decent fcorn 
>f fhe climbs her fteepy feat, 
re nor the grave nor giddy feet, 
le learned vulgar or the rude, 
ive e''er a paflage worn. 

• hazard firft began the track, 

re cuftom leads her thoufands blind 

willing chains and ftrong ; 

e *s fcarce one bold, one noble mind^ 

I tread the fatal error back ; 

land in hand ourfelves we bind, 

id drag the age along. 

als, a ravage herd, and loudl 
illows on a noify flood 

O I. 
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In rapid order roll s 
Example makes the mifchief good : 
With jocund heel we beat the road, 

Unheedful of the goal. 
Me let • Ithuriers friendly wing 
Snatch from the crowd, and bear fublimc 

To wifdom^s lofty tower. 
Thence to furvey that wretched thing. 
Mankind ; and in exalted rhyme 

Blefs the delivering power. 

To the Reverend Mr. JOHN H WI 

1 

/^ RE AT man, permit the Mufe to climb 
^^ And feat her at thy feet. 
Bid her attempt a thought fublime. 

And confecrate her wit. 
I feel, I feel th' attraftive force 

Of thy fuperior foul : 
My chariot flies her upward courfe. 

The wheels divinely roll. 
Now let me chide the mean Affairs 

And mighty toil of men : 
How they grow grey in trifling cares^ 
Or wafte the motions of the fpheres 

Upon delights as vain ! 



* The name of an angel in Milton^s Paradife I 
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lonour fills the miAd, 
V duft is folid good ; 

the afs of favage kind, 
be breezes of che wind> 
the ferpent's food. 

all the choirs 
:harm the poles 
e one doleful found, 
e employ^ to mourn our fouls, 
were fram'd of fprightly fires 
>ds of folly drown'd. 
: of glory feek a brutal joy 5 
y dlfclaim their heavenly birth, 
bright fubftance down with drofly earth, 
o be refin'd from that impure alloy. 

' genius rouz'd us hence 

vated fong, 

>unce this world of fcnfe, 

de th' immortal prize 

i feraphic throng : 

ge and love makes fpirits bled, 

ge their food, and love their reft ;'' 

h^ unmanageable bead, 

?ity of thine eyes, 

ic of thy tongue. 

e worms of groveling mind 

fhort joys of earthly kind 

» windings roam ; 

O a Howe 
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Ha«w Hark m Brnple arV> of ibol, 
^VmTiicst -fiuniof; -worlds oFkntmleAgt rafl, 
'Wnr-T xnrs, tHt centrr md the pole. 
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'^ t ItTrC jermit sny fkncy to impofe 
Siic nfe f «?Kt nTacks xa inlf oar vroet» 

Ho^V CTUirt VC K3D' IS3BS tgWJhUCLt UlUlid 

Of fenBit^ l0p«> aftj dhiilSi^ Ion, 



ho9^, d)c no^ cQC«lb3 in — duft flows. 
Is a 'iecadfu-i gpcil s 
Yotuig I>oci5y w?ko Bor giwlt aor dmgcr know 

Oa thti SRC1K BiajrgtJB flood. 
Pleased wiKb t^ soidn b^dbSdes as t))cy rofe. 
And wtt^ nsorr gofdea ^cdsWr faacypsTM tb 
Tbee fofti to be caturir Viet, 
AikI tcmptrd by a faicSddis ^pootls 
As Totd of goodacfs as ef tmtli, 
$ke pKiDgrs io with hecdkls haA^ 
Aikd rears the nether mod ; 

I 
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Darknefs and naufcoiis dregs arifc 
O'er thy fair current, love, with large fupplics 
Of pain to teaze the heart, and forrow for the eyes. 

The golden blifs that charmM her fight 
Is da/h*d, and drown'd,^ and loft : 

A fpark, or glimmering ftreak at moft. 

Shines here and there, amidft the night, 
Amidft the turbid waves, and gives a faint delight. 

Recovered from the fad furprize, 

Doris awakes at laft. 
Grown by the difappointment wife ; • 
And manages with art th* unlucky caft 5 
When the lowering frown (he fpies 
On her haughty tyrant's brow. 
With humble love (he meets his wrathful eyes, 

And makes her fovereign beauty bow j 
Chearful ftie fmiles upon the grizly form 5 
So (hines the fetting fun on adverfe fkies. 

And paints a rainbow on the ftorm. 
Anon (lie lets the fullen humour fpend, 
And with a virtuous book, or friend. 

Beguiles th' uneafy hours : 
Well-colouring every < rofs flie meets. 
With heart ferene (he fleeps and eats, 
She fpreads her board with fancy'd fweeti, 
And ftrows her bed with flowers. 



O 3 The 
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The Hero's School of Morality. 

'T^ HE RON, amongft his travels, found, 

'■' A broken ftatue on the ground j 
And fearching onward as be went 
He tracM a ruinM monument. 
Mould, mofs, and (hades, had overgrown 
The fculpture of the crumbling ftone. 
Yet e'er he paft, with much ado. 
He guefsM, and fpellM out, Sci-Pi-0. 

*' Enough, he cry'd ; I Ul drudge no more 
** In turning the dull Stoics o'er 5 
'< Let pedants wafte their hours of eafe 
•* To fweat all night at Socrates 5 
** And feed their boys with notes and rules, 
** Thofe ted'ous Recipe's of fchools, 
** To cure ambition : I can learn 
** With greater eafe the great concern 
•* Of mortals ; how we may defpife 
*' All the g^y things below the ikies. 

** Methinks a mouldering pyramid 
** Says all that the old fages faid ; 
«* For roe thefe fliatter'd tombs contain 
•* More morals than the Vatrcan. 
" The duft of heroes caft abroad, 
*' And kick'd, and trampled in the road, 

7 "1 
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«« The relicks of a lofty mind, 

•* That lately war* and crowns defignM^ 

«* Toft for a jeft from wind to wind, 

** Bid me be humble, and forbear 

** Tall monuments of fame to rear, 

" They arc but caftles in the air, 

•* The towering heights, and frightful falls, 

** The ruin'd heaps, and funerals, 

«' Of fmoaking kingdoms and their kings, 

** Tell me a thoufand mournful things 

«* In melancholy filence. 






-He 



} 



*• That living could not bear to fee 
** An equal, now lies torn and dead 5 
*' Here his pale trunk, and there his head ; 
** Great Pompey ! while I meditate, 
** With folemn horror, thy fad fate, 
*« Thy carcafe, fcatter'd on the fliore 
" Without a name, inftrufts me more 
** Than my whole library before. 

*« Lie ftill, my Plutarch, then, and fleep, 
** And my good Seneca may keep 
" Your volumes closM for ever too, 
" I have no further ufe for you : 
** For when I feel my virtue fail, 
** And my ambitious thoughts pi-evail, 
" I '11 take a turn among the tombs, 
** And fee whereto all glory comes i 

O 4 «• Thert 
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•* There the vile foot of every clown 
«* Tramples the fons of honour down. 
«' Beggars with awful afhes fpoit, 
«« And tread the Cafars in the dirt.*' 

FREEDOM. 

169T. 

'T* EMPT me no more. My foul can ne'er comport 
-** With the gay flaveries of a court : 

I Vc an avcrfion to thofe charms. 
And hug dear liberty in both mine arms. 

Go, vaflal-fouls, go, cringe and wait. 
And dance attendance at Honorio's gjate. 
Then nm in troops before him to compofe his ftate ; 
Move as he moves : and when he loiters, ftand j 

You 're but the Shadows of a man. 

Bend when he fpeaks ; and kifs<the ground : 

Go, catch th' impertinence of found : 

Adore the follies of the great ; 
Wait till he fmiles : But lo, the idol frown'd 
And drove them to their fate. 

Thus bafe-born minds : but as for Me, 

I can and will be free : 
Like a ftrong mountain, or fome (lately tree. 

My foul grows firm upright. 
And as I ftand, and as I go. 

It keeps my body fo ; 

No, I can never part with my creation- right. 
htt ilaves and ailes (loop and bow, 

7 iM^ 
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I cannot make this iron knee 

nd to a meaner power than that which form*d it free. 

Thus my bold harp profufely playM 
ndarical ; then on a branchy fhade 
lung my harp aloft, myfelf beneath it laid. 
Nature that liftcn'd to my drain, 
jfum'd the theme, and afted it again. 
Sudden rofe a whirling wind 
Swelling like Honorio proud. 
Around the ftraws and feathers crowd, 

T)pes of a ilavifli mind ; 
Upwards the ftormy forces rife, 
The duft flies up and climbs the (kies, 
nd as the tempcft fell th' obedient vapours funk : 
gain it roars with bellowing found, 
The meaner plants that grew around, 
he willow, and the afp, trembled and kifsM tht 

ground : 
Hard by there flood the iron trunk 
f an old oak, and all the ftorm defyM j 
In vain the winds their forces try'd. 
In vain they roarM ; the iron oak 
ow'd only tb the heavenly thunder's ftroke. 



Otv 
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On Mr. L o c c e's AnnoCadons upon 
Parts of die New Tcftament, left hchh 
at kii Death. 

^T^ HU S rsaibn kams br flo^ degrees, 
-*• What faith. reveiJs j bat ftiU complains 
Of intelleflaal pains. 

And darkcefs from the too exuberant light. 
The blaze of thofe bright myfteries 
Pour'd ail at once on natore's eyes 
Offend and cloud her feeble fight. 

Reafbn could fcarce fuftain to fee 
Th' Almighty One, th' Eternal Three, 
Or bear the infant Deity ; 
Scarce could her pride delcend to own 
Her \Iaker (looping from his throne. 
And dretl in glories fo unknown. 
A ranfomM world, a bleeding God, 
And heaven appeas'd with flowing blood. 
Were themes too painful to be underflood. 

Faith, thou bright cherub, fpeak, and fay 

Did ever mind of mortal race 

Coft thee more toil, or larger grace. 

To melt and bend it to obey. 
'Twas hard to make fo rich a foul fubmit. 
And lay her (liining honours at thy fovereign f 
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fter of faith, fair charity, 

lew me the wondrous man en high, 

ell how he fees the Godhead Three in Onej 

he bright convi6lion fills his eye, 

nobleft powers in deep proitration lie 

At the myfterious throne. 

Forgive, he cries, ye faints below. 

The wavering and the cold aflent 

I gave to themes divinely true ; 

Can you admit the bleffed to repent? 

•* Eternal darknefs vail the lines 

** Of that unhappy book, 
^hcre glimmering reafon with falfc luftre fliincs. 

Where the mortal pen miftook 

«' What the celeftial meant !" 

TRUE RICHES. 

k. M not concern'd to know 
tVhat to-morrow fate will do : 

enough that I can fay, 

poffefsM myfelf to-day : 
n if haply midnight-death 
i my ilefli, and ftop my breath, 
to-morrow I fliall be 

to the bcft part of me. 

littering ftoncs, and golden thing*, 
Ith and honours that have wings, 
fluttering to be gone, 
lid never call my own : 
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Riches that the world bedows. 
She can take, and I can lofe ; 
But the treafures that are mine 
Lie afar beyond her line. 
When I view my fpacious foul. 
And furvey myfelf awhole. 
And enjoy myfelf alone, 
I 'm a kingdom of my own. 

I 've a mighty part within 
That the world hath never feen, 
Kich as Eden^s happy grround. 
And with choicer plenty crown'd. 
Here on all the fliining boughs 
Knowledge fair and ufelefs grows ; 
On the fame young flowery tree 
All the feafons you may fee ; 
Notions in the bloom of light, 
Juft difclofrng to the fight j 
Here are thoughts of larger rowth. 
Ripening into folid truth j 
Fruits refin'd, of noble tafte j 
Seraphs feed on fuch repaft. 
Here, in a green and fliady grove. 
Streams of pleafure mix with love s 
There beneath the fmiling fkies 
Hills of contemplation rife ; 
Now upon fome fliining top 
Angels light, and call me up; 
I rejoice to raife my feet. 
Both rejoice when there we meet. 
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There are cndlefs beauties more 
Earth hath no refemblancs for ; 
Nothing like them round the pole. 
Nothing can defcribe the foul ; 
*Tis a region half unknown. 
That has treafures of its own, 
More i-emote from public view 
Than the bowels of Peru 5 ^ 

Broader 'tis, and brighter far. 
Then the golden Indies are ; 
Ships that trace the watery ftage 
Cannot coaft it in an age j 
Harts, or horfes, ftrong and fleet. 
Had they wings to help their feet, 
Could not run it half way o'er 
In ten thoufand days and more. 

Yet the filly wandering mind. 
Loth to be too much confined, 
Roves and takes her daily tours, 
Coafting round the naiTow fhores. 
Narrow (hores of flcfh and fenfe. 
Picking (hells and pebbles thence : 
Or (lie fits at fancy's door, 
Calling fhapes and fliadows to her. 
Foreign vifits ftill receiving. 
And f herfelf a ftranger living. 
Never, never would fhe buy 
Indian duft, or Tyrian dye. 






/ 
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Never trade abroad for moit. 
If (he faw her native ftore 5 
If ber inward worth were known. 
She might ever live alone. 

The Adventurous Muse. 

T T RANI A takes her morning flight 
^^ With an inimitable wing : 

Through rifing deluges of dawning light 

She cleaves her wondrous way, 
She tunes immortal anthems to the growing day; 
Nor * Rapin gives her rules to fly, nor f Purcell 
notes to fing. 

She nor inquires, nor knows, nor fears [fand 

Where lie the pointed rocks, or where th' ingulphing 
Climbing the liquid mountains of the ikies 
She meets defcending angels as fhe flies. 

Nor a(ks them where their country lies. 
Or where the fea-marks ftand. 

Touched with an empyreal ray 
She fprings, unerring, upward to eternal day. 

Spreads her white fails aloft, and fleers. 
With bold and fafe attempt, to the celeflial land. 

Whilft 



* A French Critick. 

f An Englifli mailer of mufc. 
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'Whilft little flcifFs along the mortal /hores 

With humble toil in order creep, 
Coafting in iight of one another^s oars. 

Nor venture through the boundlefs deep. 

Such low pretending fouls are they 
Who dwell inclosM in folid orbs of fkull ; 

Plodding along their fobcr way, 
The fnail oVrtalces them in their wildeft play, 
While the poor labourers fweat to be corre6lly dull* 

Give me the chariot whofe diviner wheels 

Mark their own rout, and unconfinM 

Bound o'er the everlafting hills. 
And lofe the clouds below, and leave the (lars behind. 

Give me the Mufe whofe generous force. 
Impatient of the reins, 

Purfu^s an unattempted courfe. 
Breaks all the criticks iron chains. 
And bears to paradife the rapturM mind* 

There Milton dwells : The mortal fung 

Themes not prefum'd by mortal tongue i 

New terrors, or new glories, (bine 
In every page, and flying fcenes divine 
Surprize the wondering fcnfe, and draw our fouls along. 

Behold his Mufe fent out t' explore 
The unapparent deep where waves of Chaos roar, 

And realms of night unknown before. 

She trac'd a glorious path unknown, 

Througji 
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Through fields of heavenly war, and fcraphs overthrown, 

Where his adventurous genius led : 
Sovereign fhc fram'd a model of her own. 

Nor thank'd the living nor the dead. 
The noble hater of degenerate rhyme 
Shook off the chains, and built his verfe fublime, 
A monument too high for coupled founds to climb. 

He mourn'd the garden loft below 5 

(Earth is the fcene for tuneful woe) 

Now blifs beats high in all his veins. 

Now the loft Eden he regains, 
Keeps his own air, and triumphs in unrivard ftrains. 

Immortal bard I Thus thy own Raphael fings. 

And knows no rule but native fire: 
AH heaven fits filent, while to his fovereign ftiingi 

He talks unutterable things $ 
With graces infinite his untaught fingers rove 
Acrofs the golden lyre : 
From every note devotion fprings. 
Rapture, and harmony, and love, 
O'erfpread the liftening choir. 



To 
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To Mr. NICHOLAS CLARK. 
THE COMPLAINT. 

J'T^ W AS in a vale where ofiers grow 
* By murmuring ftreams we told our woe. 
And mingled all our cares : 

Friendfnip fat pleas'd in both our eyes, 

h both the weeping dews arife. 
And drop alternate tears. 

The vigorous monarch of the day 
Now mounting half his morning way 

Shone with a fainter bright 5 
Still fickening, and decaying Itill, 
Dimly he wanderM up the hill. 

With his expiring light. 

In dark eclipfe his chariot rollM, 
The queen of night obfcur'd his gold 

Behind her fable wheels j 
Nature grew fad to lofe the day. 
The flowery vales in mourning lay. 

In mourning (lood the hills. 

Such are our forrows, Clark, I cry'd, 
wlouds of the brain grow black, and hide 

Our darkened fouls behind ; 
In the young morning of our years 
3iftemper'.ng fogs have clinib'd the fpheres. 

And choke the labouring mind. 

P Lo, 
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Lo> the gay planet rears his head. 
And overlooks the lofty /hade. 

New-brightening all the fkies t 
But fay, deaf partner of my moan. 
When will our long eclipfe be gone. 

Or when our funs arife ? 

In vain are potent herbs apply*d. 
Harmonious founds in vain have try*d 

To make the darknefs fly s 
But drugs would raife the dead as ibon. 
Or clattering brafs relieve the moon. 

When fainting in the (ky. 

Some friendly fpirit from above. 
Born of the light, and nurft with love, 

Aflift our feebler fires : 
Force thefe invading glooms away ; 
Souls ihould be feen quite through their clay. 

Bright as your heavenly choirs. 

But if the fogs muft damp the flame, ■ 
Gently, kind death, diflblve our frame, 

Releafe the prifoner-mind : 
Our fouls fhall mount, at thy dtfcharge. 
To their bright fource, and fhine at large 

Nor clouded, nor confin*d« 
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The Afflictions of a Friend. 

I yea 

^OW let my cares all bury'd lie, 

^ My griefs for ever dumb : 
Your forrows fwcll my heart fo highy 

They leave my own no room. 

Sicknefs and pains are quite forgot. 

The fpleen itfelf is gone ; 
I^Kmg'd in your woes I feel them not. 

Or feel them all in one. 

Infinite grief puts fenfe to flight. 

And all the foul invades : 
So the broad gloom of fpreading night 

Devours the evening /hades. 

Thas am I bom to be unbleft f 

This fympathy of woe 
Drives my own tyrants from my breafK^ 

T' admit a foreign foe. 

Sorrows in long fucceflion reign ; 

Their iron rod I feel : 
Friendfliip has only changM the chain. 

But I 'm the prifoner ftill. 

Why was this life for mifery made ? 
Or why drawn out fo long ? 
. Is there no room amongft the dead ? 
Or is a wretch too young ? 

P » M«vf 
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Move fafter on, great nature's wheel. 

Be kind, ye rolling powers, 
Hurl my days headlong down the hill 

With undiftingui(hM hours. 

Be dufky, all my rifrng funs. 

Nor fmile upon a (lave : 
Darknefs, and death, make hafle at once 

To hide me in the grave. 

The Rcverfe : Or, The Comforts of a Frien 

np HUS nature tun'd her mournful tongue, 
-■• Till grace lift up her head, 
Reversed the forrow and the fong. 
And, fmiling, thus fhe faid : 

Were kindred fpirits born for cares ? 

Muft every grief be mine ? 
Is there a fympathy in tears. 

Yet joys refiife to join ? 

Forbid it, heaven, and raife my love. 

And make our joys the fame : 
SoHilifs and friendfliip joinM above 

Mix an immortal flame. 

Son'ows are loft in vaft delight 

That brightens all the foul. 
As deluges of downing light 

Overwhelm the dufky pole. 

Pic 
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Pleafures in long fucceffion reign, 

And all my powers employ : 
Friend/hip but Ihifts the pleafing fcene. 

And frefti repeats the joy. 

Life has a foft and filver thread. 

Nor is it drawn too long ; 
Yet, when my vafter hopes perfuadc, 

I 'm willing to be gone. 

Faft as ye pleafe roll down the hill. 

And hafte away, my years ; 
Or I can wait my father's will. 

And dwell beneath the fpheres. 

Rife glorious, every future fun, 

Gild all my following days. 
But make the laft dear moment known. 

By well-diftinguifti'd rays. 

To tli« Right Honourable John Lord C u t t ». 

At the Siege of Namur, 
The Hardy Soldier. 

<c /^ WHY is man fo thoughtlefs giown ? 

V-/ it Why guilty fouls in hafte to die ? 
*« Venturing the leap to worlds unknown, 
** Hcedlefs to arms and blood they fly. 

P y *^ Kt^ 
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** Are lives but worth a foldier^s pay ? 
** Why will ye join fuch wide extremeSy 
** And flake iix.mortal fouls, in play 
** At defperate chance, and bloody games ? 

** Valour *s a nobler turn of thought, 
« Whofe pardonM guilt forbids her fears s 
" Calmly fhe meets the deadly (hot I 
** Secure of life above the ftars. 

<* But frenzy dares eternal fate, 

** And, fpurrM with honour's airy dreamSy 

<* Flies to attack th> infernal gate, 

*« And force a paflage to the flames/* 

Thus hovering o'er Namuria's plains, 
Sung heavenly love in Gabriel's form i 
Young Thrafo left the moving jftralnsy 
And vow'd to pray before the ftorm. 

Anon the thundering trumpet calls ; 
Vows are but wind, the hero cries ; 
Then fwears by heaven, and fcales the walls. 
Drops in the ditch, defpairs, and dies. 

Burning feveral Poems of Ovid, Martial, 
Oldham, Dryden, &c* 

lyoS. 

T JUDGE the Mufe of lewd dcfire ; 

'^ Her fons to darknefs, and her works to fire. 

In vain the flatteries of their wit 
ftfow with a melting Arain> now with an lieavoily fligl 
7 Woul 
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Would tempt my virtue to approve 
Tbofe gaudy tinders of a lawlefs love. 

So harlot* drefs : They can appear 
Sweet, mod«&, cool, divinely fair, 
To charm a Gato's eye; but all within. 
Stench, impudence, and fire, and ugly raging (in* 

Die, Flora, die in endlefs /hame. 

Thou proftitute of blackeft fame, 

Stript of thy falfe array. 

Ovid, and all ye wilder pens 

Of modern luil, who gild our fcenes, 
Poifon the British ftage, and paint damnation gay, 

Attend your miftreiii to the dead $ 
When Flora dies, her imps fhould wait upon her /hade. 

Strephon, * of noble blood and mind, 
(For ever (hine his name!) 

As death approachM, his foul refined. 
And gave his looier fonnets to the flame. 

** Bum, burn, he cry'd with facred rage, 

*' Hell is the due of every page, 
<< Hell be the fate. (But O indulgent heaven ! 
** So vile the Mufe, and yet the man forgiven I) ' 
** Bum on my fongs : For not the filver Tliames 

** Nor Tyber with his yellow ftreams 
'^ In endlefs currents rolling to the main, 
*' Can e'er dilute the poifon, or waih out the ftais«^ 

*£arlofRochffter. 

P 4 %% 
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So Mofes by divine command 
Forbid the leprous houfe to ftand 
When deep the fatal fpot was grown. 
** Break down the timbers and dig up the ftoni 



To Mrs. B. B E N D I S H. 
AGAINST TEARS. 



TiyTADAM, perfuade me tears are good 
^^ To wafh our mortal cares away ; 
Thefe eyes fhall weep a fudden flood. 
And ftream into a briny Tea. 

Or if thefe orbs are hard and dry, 
(Thefe orbs that never ufe to rain) 
Some ftar direft me where to buy 
One fovereign drop for all my pain, 

/Were both the golden Indies mine, 
I 'd give both Indies for a tear : 
I 'd barter all but what 's divine : 
Nor fliall I think the bargain dear. 

But tears, alas ! are trifling things. 
They rather feed than heal our woe j 
From trickling eyes new forrow fprings. 
As weeds in rainy feafons grow. 
7 
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Thus weeping urges weeping on ; 
In vain our miferies hope relief. 
For one drop calls another down, 
Till we are drownM in fcas of grief. 

Then let thefe ufelefs ftreams be (laid, 
Wear native courage on your face : 
Thefe vulgar things were never made 
For fouls of a fuperior race. 

If 'tis a rugged path you go, 

And thoufand foes your fteps furround. 

Tread the thorns down, charge through the foe s • 

The hardeft fight is higheft crownM. 

Few HAPPY MATCHES. 

Aug. 1 70 1. 

Q AY, mighty Love, and teach my fong, 
^ To whom thy fwecteft joys belong. 

And who the happy pairs 
Whofe yielding hearts, and joining hands. 
Find bleflings twifted.with their bands. 

To foften all their cares. 

Not the wild herd of nymphs and fwains 
That thoughtlefs fly into thy chains, 

As cuftom leads the way : 
If there be blifs without defign, 
Ivies and oaks may grow and twine. 
And be as bled: as they. 
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Not fordid fouls of earthy mould 
Who drawn by kindred charms of gold 

To dull embraces move : 
So two rich mountains of Peru 
May rufli to wealthy marriage too. 

And make a world of love. 

Not the mad tribe that hell infpires 
With wanton flames ; thofe raging fires 

The purer blifs deftroy : 
On ^tna^s top let Furies wed. 
Aid flieets of lightning drefs the bed 

T' improve the burning joy. 

Nor the dull pairs whofe marble forms 
None of the melting pafiions warms. 

Can mingle hearts and hands : 
Logs of green wood that quench the coals 
Are marryM juft like Stoic fouls. 

With oilers for their bands. 

Not minds of melancholy ftrain. 
Still filent, or that ftill complain. 

Can the dear bondage blefs : 
As well may heavenly concerts fpring 
From two old lutes with ne^er a (bring. 

Or none befides the bafs. 

Nor can the foft enchantments hold 
Two jarring fouls of angry mould. 
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The ragged and the keen : 
Samfon^s young foxes might as well 
In bonds of chearful wedlock dwell. 

With firebrands tyM between. 

Nor let the cruel fetters bind 
A gentle to a lavage mind ; 

For Love abhors the fight : 
Loofe the fierce tiger from the deer. 
For native rage and native fear 

Rife and forbid delight* 

Two kindeft fouls alone muft meet, 
'*Tis friendfliip makes the bondage fweet« 

And feeds their mutual lores : 
Bright Venus on her rolling throne 
Is drawn by gentleft birds alone. 

And Cupids yoke the dores« 



To DAVID POLHILL, Efq; 

An E P I S T L E. 

December 1702* 

T ET ufelefs fouls to woods retreat ; 
■^ Polhill fhould leave a country feat 
When virtue bids him dare be grea^. 

Noi 
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Nor Kent*, nor SufTex*, Oiould have channs. 
While liberty, with loud alarms. 
Calls you to counfcls and to arms. 

Lewis, by fawning flaves ador'd. 
Bids you receive a f bafe-b'orn lord ; 
Awake your cares ! awake your fword ! 

Faftions amongft the J Britons rife. 
And warring tongues, and wild furraife. 
And burning zeal without her eyes. 

A vote decides the blind debate ; 
Refolv'd, " 'tis of diviner weight, 
«« To fave the fteeple, than the ftate." 

The bold § machine is form'd and join'd 
To ftretch the confcience, and to bind 
The native freedom of the mind. 

Your grandfire fhades with jealous eye 
Frown down to fee their offspring lie 
Carelefs, and let their country die. 



• His country-feat and dwelling. 

•f- The Pretender, proclaimed King in France. 

X The parliament. 

§ The bill againft occafional conformity, 1702. 
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If • Trevia fear to let you ftand 
Againft the Gaul with fpear in hand. 
At leaft f Petition for the land. 

The celebrated Victory of the Poles over Ofmaii 
theTurkifh Emperor in the Dacian Battle. 

Tranflatcd from Cafimire, B. IV. Od. 4. with large 
Additions. 

/^ ADOR the old, the wealthy, and the ftrong, 
^^ Chearful in years (nor of the heroic Mufe 
iJnknowing, nor unknown) held fair poiTeHions 
^Vhe^c flows the fruitful Danube : Seventy fprings 
SmiPd on his feed, and feventy harveft-moons 
Fiiru his wide granaries with autumnal joy : 
Still he refunrd the toil : and fame reports^ 
While he broke up new ground, and tir'd his plough 
ksgraflfy furrows, the torn earth difclosM 
Helmets, and fwords (bright furniture of war 
Sleeping in ruft) and heaps of mighty bones. 
The fun defcending to the weftern deep 
Sid him lie down and red ; he loosM the yok«, 
Ifct held his wearied oxen from their food 
iVith charming numbers, and uncommon fong. 

• Mrs. Polhill of the family of Lord Trevor. 

f Mr. Polhill was one of thofe five zealous gentle- 
nen who prefented the famous Kentifh petition to the 
nrliament, in the reign of King William, to haftcn 
heir fupplies in order to fupport the king in his war 
irith France. 

7 Go, 
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Go» fellow-Iabourers» you may rove fteure. 
Or feed befide me $ tafte the greens aad bought 
That you have long forgot $ crop the fweet herb. 
And graze in lafety, while the viftor Pol« 
Leans on his r|>sar> and breathes i yet ftill hU eye 
Jealous and fierce. How large, old foldier, iay, 
How fair a harveft of the flaughter*d Turks- 
Strew'd the Moldavian fields ? What mighty piles 
Of vaft deftru£tion, and of Thracian 'dead. 
Fill and amaze ray eyes ? Broad bucklers lie 
(A yaia defence) ipread o'er the pathlefs hills. 
And coats of fcaly fteel, and hard habergeon, 
Deep-bruis*d and empty of Mahometan Iimbs» 
This the fierce Saracen wore, (for when a bqy» 
I was their captive, and remind their drefs:} 
Here the Polomans dreadful marchM along 
In auguft port, and regular array. 
Led on to conqueft : Here the Turkiflt chief 
Prefumptuous trod, and in rude order rang*d 
His long battalions;, while his populous towns 
PourM out freih troops perpetual, dreft in arms. 
Horrent in mail, and gay in fpangled pride. 

O the dire image of the bloody fight 
Thefe eyes have feen, when the capacious plain 
Was throngM with Dacian fpears ; when polifh'd 
And convex gold blaz'd thick againft the fun 
Reftoring all his beams ! but frowning War 
All gloomy, like a gather'd tempeft, flood 
Wavering, and doubtful where to bend its fall. 
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The ftorm of miflive fteel delay 'd a while 
By wife command j fledg'd arrows on the nerve | 
And fcyraiter and fabre bore the flieath 
Relu£lant 5 till the hollovv brazen cloud* 
Had bellowed from each quarter of the field ' 
Loud thunder, and difgorg'd their fulphurous fire. 
Then banners wav'd, and arms were mix'd with arms j 
Then javelins ahfwerM javelins as they fied. 
For both fled hifTmg death : With adverfe edge 
The crooked fauchions met ; and hideous noife 
From clafhing (hields, through the long ranks of war^ 
ClangM horrible. A thoufand iron ftorms 
Roar diverfe : and in harfh confuiion drown 
The trumpef s illver found. O rude effort 
Of hannony 1 not all the frozen flores 
Of the cold North, when pourM in rattling hail^ 
Lafh with fuch madnefs the Norwegian plains. 
Or fo torment the ear. Scarce founds fo far 
The direful fragor, when fome fouthern blaft 
Tears from the Alps a ridge of knotty oaks 
Deep fangM, and ancient tenants of the rock : 
The maffy fragment, many a rood in length. 
With hideous crafh, rolls down the rugged clifF 
Refiftlefs, plunging in the fubje£l lake 
Como, or Lugaine 5 th' afflifted waters roar. 
And various thunder all the valley fills. 
Such was the noife of war : the troubled air 
Complains aloud, and propagates the din 
To neighbouring regions ; rocks and lofty hills 
Beat the impetuous echoes round the iky. 
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Uproar, revenge, and rage, and hate, appear 
In all their murderous forms j and flame and blood 
And fweat and duft array the broad campaign 
In horror : hafty feet, and fparkling eyes. 
And all the favage paffions of the foul. 
Engage in the warm bufinefs of the day. 
Here mingling hands, but with no friendly gripe. 
Join in the fight j and breads in clofe embrace, 
But mortal as the iron arms of death. 
Here wordis auftere, of perilous command, 
And valour fwift t' obey ; bold feats of arms 
Dreadful to fee, and glorious to relate. 
Shine through the field with more furprizing brightm 
Than glittering helms or fpears. What loud applac 
(Beft meed of warlike toil) what manly (houts. 
And yells unmanly through the battle ring I 
And fudden wrath dies into endlefs fame* 

Long did the fate of war hang dubious. Here 
Stood the more numerous Turk, the valiant Pole 
Fought here ; more dreadful, though with leffer win| 

But what the Dahets or the coward foul 
Of a Cydonian, what the fearful crowds 
Of bafe Cilicians'fcaping from the (laughter, 
Of Parthian beads, with all their racing riders. 
What could they mean againft th' intrepid breaft 
Of the purfuing foe ? Th' impetuous Poles 
Ru(h here, and here the Lithuanian horfe 
Drive down upon them like a double bolt 
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Of kindled thunder raging through the (ky 

On founding wheels ; or as fome mighty flood 

Rolls his two torrents down a dreadful ftecp 

Precipitant, and bears along the ftreara 

Rocks, woods, and trees, with all the grazing herd. 

And tumbles lofty forefts headlojig to the plain. 

The bold Boruflian fmoaking from afar 
Moves like a tempeft in a dufky cloud. 
And imitates th* aitillery of heaven, 
The lightning and the roar. Amazing fcene ! 
What fliowers of mortal hail, what flaky fires 
Burft from the darknefs! while their cohorts firm 
Met the like thunder, and an equal fl:orm. 
From hoflile troops, but with a braver mind* 
Undaunted bofoms tempt the edge of war. 
And rufli on the fliarp point ; while baleful mifchiefa. 
Deaths, and bright dangers flew acrofs the field 
Thick and continual, and a thoufand fouls 
Fled murmuring through their wounds. I flood aloof. 
For 'twas unfafe to come within the wind 
Of Ruflian banners, when with whizzing found. 
Eager of glory, and profufe of life. 
They bore down fearlefs on the charging foes, 
And drove them backward. Then the Turkifli moons 
Wander'd in difarray. A dark eclipfe 
Hung on the filver crefcent, boding night, 
Long night, to all her fons : at length difrob'd 
ThcL flandards fell : the barbarous enfigns torn 
Fled with the wind, the fport of angry heaven \ 
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And a large cloud of Infantry and horfe * 

Scattering in wild diforder, fpread the plain. ^ 

Not noife, nor number, nor the brawny limb, 
Nor high-built fize prevails : *Ti8 courage fights, 
*Tis courage conquers. So whole forefts fall 
(A (pacious ruin) by one (ingle axe. j 

And fteel well-fharpned : fo a generous pair 
Of young-wingM eaglets fright a thoufand doves. 

Vaft was the flaughter, and the flowery green 
Drank deep of flowing crimfon. Veteran bands 
Here made their laft campaign. Here haughty chiefs 
Stretch'd on the bed of purple honour lie 
Supine, nor dream of battle's hard event, 
Opprefs'd with iron flumbers, and long night. 
Their ghofts indignant to the nether world 
Fled, but attended well : for at their fide 
Some faithful Janizaries ftrew'd the field, 
Fairn in juft ranks or wedges, lunes or fquarcs, 
Firm as they ftood ; to the Warfovian troops, 
A nobler toil, and triumph worth their fight. 
But the broad fabre and keen poll-axe flew 
With fpeedy,tcrror through the feebler herd. 
And made rude havock and irregular fpoil 
Amongft the vulgar bands that own'd the name 
Of Mahomet. The wild Arabians fled 
In fwift affright a thoufand different ways [mountains 
Through brakes and thorns, and clirab'd the craggy 
Bellowing ; yet hafty fate o'crtook the cry, 
And Poliih huBUrs clave the timorott« deer. 

7 Thuf 
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Thus the dire profpef^ diftant fill'd my foul 
With awe 5 till the laft relicks of the war. 
The thin Edonians, flying had difclos'd 
The ghaftly plain : I took a nearer view, 
Unfeemly to the fight, nor to thfe fn^ell 
Grateful. What loads of mangled flefh and limb* 
(A difmal carnage 1) bath'd in reeking gore 
Lay weltering on the ground ; while flitting life 
ConviilsM the nerves ftill ftiivering, nor had Joft 
All tafte of pain ! Here an old Thracian lies, 
DeformM with years and fears, and groans aloud 
Torn with frefh wounds j but inward vitals firm 
Forbid the (burs remove, and chain it down 
By the hard laws of nature, to fuftain 
Long torment : his wild eye-baits roM : his teeth, 
Gnaihing with anguifh, chide his lingering fate, 
imblazon'd armour fpoke his Jiigh command 
Amongd the neighbouring dead 5 they round their lord 
Lay proftrate 5 fome in flight ignobly ftain, 
Some to the ikies their faces upwards turn'd 
Still brave, and proud to die fo near their prince. 

I mov'd not far, and lo, at manly length 
Two beauteous youths of richeft Ottoman blood 
Extended on the field : in friendftiip join'd, 
!«Jor fate divides them : hardy warriors both j 
Joth faithful ; drown'd in (bowers of darts they fell, 
Sach with his (hield fpread o^er his lover's heart, 
n vain : for on thofe orbs of friendly brafs 
itopd groves of javelins 5 fome, alas, too deep 
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Were planted there, and through their lovely bofon 
Made painful avenues for cruel death. 

my dear native land, forgive the tear 

1 dropt on their viran cheeks, when ftrong compaffio 
Forc'd from my melting eyes the briny dew. 
And paid a facrifice to hoftile virtue. 

Dacia, forgive the fight that wifh'd the fouls 
Of thofe fair infidels fome humble place 
Among the bleft. << Sleep, deep, ye haplefs pur, 
•* Gently, I cry'd, worthy of better fate, 
" And better faith." Hard by the General lay. 
Of Saracen defcent, a grizly form 
Breathlefs, yet pride fat pale upon his front 
In difappointment, with a furly brow 
Louring in death, and vext ; his rigid jaws 
Foaming with blood bite hard the Polifh fpear : 
In that dead vifage my remembrance reads 
SLaQi Caraccas: In vain the boafting Have 
PromisM and footliM the fultan threatening fierce 
With royal -fuppers and triumphant fare 
Spread wide beneath Warfovian filk and gold| 
"See on the naked ground all cold he lies 
Beneath the damp wide covering of the air 
Forgetful of his word. How heaven confounds 
Infulting hopes I with what an awful fmile 
Laughs at the proud, that loofen all the reinc 
To their unbounded wifhes, and leads on 
Their blind ambition to a fiiameful endl 
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But whither am I borne ? This thought of arn^s 
ires me in vain to fing to fenfelefs bulls 
^hat generous horfe fhould hear. Break off, my fong ; 
ty barbarous Mufe, be dill : Immortal deeds 
luft not be thus profaned in ruftic verfe : 
'he martial trumpet, and the following age, 
.nd growing fame, fhall loud rehearfc the fight 
1 founds of glory. Lo, the evening- ftar 
lines o>r.the \reft:rn hill ; my oxen, come, 
he well-known ftar invites the labourer home. 

To Mr. H E N R Y B E N D Y S B* 

Dear Sir, Aug. 2r4. 1705, 

p HE following fong was yours when firft com- 
'- pofed : The Mufe then defcribed the general fate 

mankind, that is, to be ill matched ; and now fhe 
oices that you have efcaped the common mifchief, 
1 that your foul has found its own mate. Let this ode 
n congratulate you both. Grow mutually in more 
npleat likenefs and love : Perfevere, and be happy, 
; perfuade myfelf you will accept from the prefs what 

pen more privately infcribed to you long ago f and 
m in no pain left you. Oiould take offence at the fabu-^ 
s drefs of this poem : Nor would weaker minds be 
idalized at it, if they would give themfelves leave' 
efleft how many divine truths, are fpoken by the 
Y writers in vifions and images, parables and dreams:. 
: are my wifer friends afliamed to defend it, iince 
narrative is grave and the moral fo ju^ aud oW\o>ai%% 
0^3 "^^Ei* 
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The INDIAN PHILOSOPHER 

Sept. 3. X7C 

W7 H Y Aiould our joys transform to pain ? 
^ ^ Why gende Hymen's (iiken chain 
A plague of iron prove ? 
Bendyfh, *tis fti-ange the charm that binds 
Millions of hands, fhould leave their minds 
At fttch a loofe from love. 

In vain I fought the wondrous caufe» 
RangM the wide fields of nature's laws^ 
■ And urg'd the fchools in vain $ 
Then deep in thought, within my breaft 
My foul retired) and (lumber drefs'd 
A bright Inftrtt6live fcene. 

O'er the broad lands, and crofs the tide, 
On fancy's airy horfe I ride, 

(Sweet rapture of my mind !) 
Till on the banks of Ganges flood, 
in a tall ancient grove I flood. 

For facred ufe deiign'd. 

Hard by, a venerable prieft, 

Rifen with his God, the Sun, from reft. 

Awoke his morning fong ; 
Thrice he conjur'd the murmuring ftream ^ 
The birth of fouls was all his theme. 

And half-divine his tongue. 

«1 
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•* He fang th' eternal rolling flamey 
" That vital maft, that ftill the fame 

<< Does all our minds compofe : 
" But ihapM in twice ten thoufand frames ; 
** Thence differing fouls of differing names, 

" And jarring tempers rofe. 

" The mighty power that form'd the mind 
** One mould for every two defignM, 

** And blefsM the new-born pair t 
" This he a match for this :" (he faid) 
** Then down he fent the fouls he made, 

** To feek them bodies here : 

*< But parting from their warm abode 
" They loft their fellows on the road, 

*< And never joinM their hands : 
" Ah cruel chance, and crofling fates ! 
<( Our Eaftern fouls have dropt their mates 

" On Europe's barbarous lands. 

" Happy the youth that finds the bride 
** Whofe birth is to his own ally'd, 

. « The fweeteft joy of life j 
** But oh the crowds of wretched fouls 
" Fettcr'd to minds of different moulds^ 
" And chain'd t' eternal fbife I" 

Thus fang the wondrous Indian bard; 
My foul with vaft attention heard, 

<^4 « While 
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While Ganges ceasM to flow t 
^' Sure then (I cryM) might I bat fee 
'* That gentle nymph that twiim*d with me, 

** I may br happy too. 

** Some courteous angel, tell me where, 
** What diftant lands this unknown fair, 

" Or ditlant feas detain ? 
^' Swift as the wheel of nature rolls 
** I 'd fly, to meet, and mingle fouls, 

** And wear the joyful chain.^^ 

The happy MAN. 

OERENE as light, is Myron's foul, 

*^ And active as the fun, yet fteady as the pole: 

In manly beauty (hines his face ; 
Every Miife, and every Grace, 

Makes His heart and tongue their feat. 
His heart profufely good, his tongue divinely fweet. 

Myron, the wcnder cf our eyes, 

Behold his manhood fcarce begun I 

Behold the race of virtue run ! 

Behold the goal of glory won ! 
Nor Fame denies the merit, nor with-holds the prize ; 
Her filver trumpets his renown proclaim : 

The lands where learning never flew. 

Which neither Rome nor Athens knew. 

Surly Japan and rich Peru, 
In barbarous fongs, pronounce theBritiflx hero's name. 
7 •« Airy 



LYRIC POEMS, Book II. 2%y 

** Airy blifs (the hero cry'd) 
*« May feed the tympany of pride ; 
** But healthy fouls were never found 
*• To live on emptinefs and foumL" 

Lo, at bis honourable feet 
Fame's bright attendant, Wealth, appears ; 
She comes to pay obedience meet. 
Providing joys for future years 5 
Bleflings with lavifh hand (he pours 
Gathered from the Indian coaft ; 
lOt Danae's lap could equal treafures boail*. 
When Jove came down in golden fhowers. 

He looked and tum*d his eyes away. 
With high difdain I heard him fay, 
*' Blifs is not made of glittering clay/^ 

Now Pomp and Grandeur court his head 
With fcutcheons, arms, and enfigns fpread 5 
Cay magnificence and ftate, > 

Guards, and chariots, at his g^te, 
.nd flaves in endlefs order round his table wait c 
They learn the dictates of his eyes. 
And now they fall, and now they rife. 
Watch every motion of their lord, 
ang on his lips with moft impatient zeal, 
i^ith fwift ambition feize th* unfinifh'd word. 
And the command fulfil. 
Tir'd with the train that Grandeur brirgs, • 

He dropt a tear^ and pityM JungSj > 

9 
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Then, flying from the noify throDg» 
Seeks the diTeriion of a fong. 

Mufic defcending on a filent cloud, 

Tun'd all her ftrtngs with endlefs art j 
By (low degrees from foft to loud 
Changing fhe rofe : The harp and flute 

Harmonious join, the hero to falute. 
And make a captive of his heart. 

Fruits, and rich Wine, and fcenes of lawlefs Love 
Each with utmoft luxury drove 
To treat their favourite bcft 3 
But founding ftrings, and fruits, and wine, 
And lawlefs love, in vain combine 

To make his virtue tlecpt or lull his foul to reft. 

He faw the tedious round, and, with a iigh, 

Pronounc'd the world but vanity. 

*' In crowds of pleafure ftill I find 

*^ A painful folitude of mind. 
^' A vacancy within which fenfe can ne^er fupply. 

" Hence, and be gone, ye flattering fnares, 

*« Ye vulgar charms of eyes and ears, 

** Ye unperforming promifers ! 

" Be all my bafer paflions dead, 

** And bafe defires, by nature made 
** For animals and boys i 

** Man has a rcliih more refin'dy 

** Souls are for focial blifs deiign'd, 
*' Give me a blefling fit to match ray mind, 
*< A kindred- foul to double and to ihaxt my joys.** 

Myrrha 
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Myrrha appeared ; " Serene her foal 
^ And A&lve as the fun, yet fteady as the pole i 
** In fofter beauties (hone her face ^ 
** Every Mufe, and every Grace, 
** Made her heart and tongue their feat, 
^* Her heart profufely good, her tongue divinely fweetj 
** Myrrha the wonder of his eyes j" 
His heart recoiled with fweet furprize. 

With joys unknown before : 
His foul diiTolvM in pleafing pain, 
FlowM to his eyes, and lookM again. 

And could endure no more, 
" Enough ! (th' impatient hero cries) 

« And feizM her to his brcaft, 
<* I feek no more below the ikies, 

•• I give my flavcs the reft." 

To DAVID POLHILL, Efq; 

D Anfwer to an io&xnoas Satyr, called, '' Ad^ 
vice to a Painter ;** written by a namelefs Au- 
thor, againil King William III. of Glorious 
Memory, 1698. 

S I R, 

[TyTHEN you put this fatyr into my hand, yott 
^ ^ gave me the occafion of employing my pen to 
fwer fo deteftable a writing } which might be done 

itiucli 
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much more efFe6lually by your known seal for \ 
tereft of his majefty, your counfels and your c 
employed in the defence of your king and oc 
And iince you provoked me to write, yon will 
of thofe efforts of my loyalty to the beft of kiD{ 
UrefTed to one of the moft zealous of his fubjefis, 

S I R, 

Your moft obedient fenrant 



PART I. 

AND muft the hero, that redeemed cmr land, 
•^^ Here in the front of vice and fcandal ftadd 
The man of wondrous foul, that fcom^d his eafe, 
Tempting the winters, and the faithlefs feas, 
And paid an annual tribute of his life 
1^0 guard his England from the Iri(h knife. 
And cru/h the French dragoon ? Muft William^s 
That brigheft ftar that gilds the wings of fanae, 
William the brave, the pious, and the juft. 
Adorn thefe gloomy fcenes of tyranny and hift F 

Polhill, my blood boils high, my fpirits flame 
Can your zeal fleep .! Or are your paflions tame ? 
Nor call revenge and darkncfs on the Poet^s nam* 
Why fmoke the ikies not ? Why no thunders rol 
Nor kindling lightnings blaft his guilty foul? 



I 
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Audacious wretch ! to ftab a monarches fame. 
And fire his fubjefts with a rebel-flame 5 
To call the painter to his black defigns. 
To draw our guardian^s face in hellifh lines : 
Painter, beware ! the monarch can be (hown 
Under no (hape but angels, or his own, 
Gabriel, or William, on the Britiih throne. 

O ! could my thought but grafp the yaft defign, 
And words with infinite ideas join, 
I 'd roufe Apelles, from his iron fleep, 
And bid him trace the warrior o'er the deep : 
Trace him, Apelles, o'er the Belgian plain 
Fierce, how he climbs the mountains of the (lain, 
Scattering juft vengeance through the red campaign. 
Then dalh the canvas with a flying ftroke. 
Till it be lod in clouds of Are and fmoke. 
And fay, 'Twas thus the conqueror through the 

fquadrons broke. 
Matic him again emerging from the cloud, 
jp^ir from his troops $ there like a rock he flood 
His country's Angle barrier in a fea of blood. 
Calmly he leaves the pleafures of a throne. 
And his Maria weeping 5 whilft alone 
He wards the fate of nations, and provokes his own 
But heaven fecures its champion ; o'er the Held 
Paint hov^jring angels 5 though they fly concealed. 
Each intercepts a death, and wears it on his flu'eld. 

Now, noble pencil, lead him to our ifle, 
Mark how the ikies with joyful luflre fniile. 



J 
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Then imitate the glory $ on the ftrand 

Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 

Wafh off the blood, and take a peacehil teint. 

All red the warrior, white the ruier ^aint; 

Abroad a hero, and at home a faint. 

Throne him on high upon a fhining feat. 

Lull and prophanenefs dying at his feet. 

While round his head the laurel and the olive meet, 

The crowns of war and peace ; and may they blow 

With flowery bleflings ever on his brow. 

At his right hand pile up the Englifh laws 

In facred volumes 5 thence the monarch draws 

Kis wife and juft commands — . 

Kife, ye old fages of the British ifle. 

On the fair tablet caft a reverend fmile. 

And blefs the piece j thefe ftatutes are your own. 

That fway the cottage, and direft the throne ; 

People and prince are one in William's name. 

Their joys, their dangers, -^nd their laws the fame. 

Let liberty, and right, with plumes difplay'd. 
Clap tl^ir glad wings around their guardian's head, 
Religion o'er the reft her ftarry pinions fpread. 
Religion guards him; round th* imperial queen 
Place waiting virtues, each of heavenly mein j 
Leara their bright air, and paint it from his eyes ; 
The juft, the bold, the temperate and the wife 
Dwell in his looks ; majeftic, but ferene 5 
Sweet, with no fondnefs ; chearful, but not vain : 
Bright, without terror 3 great, without difdain. 

Hit 
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His foul infpires us what his lips command^ 

And fpreads his brave example through the land : 

Not fo the former reigns ; 

Bend down his earth to each afflifted cry. 

Let beams of grace dart gently from his eye 5 

But the bright treafures of his facred breaft 

Are too divine, too vaft to be expreft : 

Colours muft fail where words and numbers faint. 

And leave the heroes heart for thought alone to paint. 

P A R T ' II. 

"VT OW, Mufe, purfue the fatyrift again, 

'^'^ Wipe off the blots of his invenom'd pen $ 

Hark, how he bids the fervile painter draw, 

In mondrous (hapes, the patrons of our law i 

At one (light dafh he cancels every name 

From the white rolls of hot^Ay and fame : 

This fcribbling wretch marW all he meets for knave. 

Shoots fudden bolts promifcuous at the bafe and brave^ 

And with unpardonable malice fheds 

Poifon and fpite on undiftingui(h*d heads. 

Painter, forbear j or if thy bolder hand 

Dares to attempt the villains of the land, 

Draw firft this poet, like fome baleful ftary 

With filent influence (bedding civil war j 

Or fa^ious ti-umpetei:, whole magic found 

Calls o(F the fubje6\s to the hoftile ground. 

And Tcatters hdliih feuds the nation round, 

Thefe 



I 
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Then iHiitate the glory $ on the ftrnnd 
Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 
Wa(h off the blood, and take a peac^lhil teint. 
All red the warrior, white the ruler ^nt; 
Abroad a hero, and at home a faint. 
Throne him on high upon a fhining feat. 
Lull and prophanenefs dying at his feet. 
While round his head the laurel and the olive meet, 
The crowns of war and peace ; and may they blow 
With flowery bleflings ever on his brow. 
At his right hand pile up the Englifh laws 
Jn facred volumes ; thence the monarch draws 

Kis wife and juft commands — — 

Kife, ye old fages of the Britifh ifle. 

On the fair tablet caft a reverend fmile. 

And blefs the piece j thefe ftatutes are your own. 

That fway the cottage, and d'lrtSi the throne ; 

People and prince are one in William's name. 

Their joys, their dangers, «and their laws the fame. 

Let liberty, and right, with plumes difplay*d, 
Clap tl^ir glad wings around their guardian^s head, 
Religion o'er the reft her ftarry pinions fpread. 
Religion guards him 5 round th* imperial queen 
Place waiting virtues, each of heavenly mein 5 
Leara their bright air, and paint it from his eyes ; 
The juft, the bold, the temperate and the wife 
Dwell in his looks ; majeftic, but ferene 5 
Sweet, with no fondncfs 5 chearful, but not vain : 
Bright, without terror 3 great, without difdain. 

His 
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lis foul infpires us what his lips command, 

^nd fpreads his brave example through the land : 

Not fo the former reigns ; 

Bend down his earth to each afflifted cry. 

Let beams of grace dart gently from his eye 5 

But the bright treafures of his facred breaft 

A.re too divine, too vaft to be expreft : 

Colours muft fail where words and numbers faint, 

And leave the heroes heart for thought alone to paint. 

P A R T ' II. 

'^[* OW, Mufe, purfue the fatyrift again, 

**- ^ Wipe off the blots of his invenomM pen $ 

Hark, how he bids the fervile painter draw, 

In mondrous (hapes, the patrons of our law j 

At one (light dafh he cancels every name 

From the white rolls of hoi^Ay and fame : 

This fcribbling wretch marCT all he meets for knave. 

Shoots fudden bolts promifcuous at the bafe and brave^ 

And with unpardonable malice fheds 

Poifon and fpite on undiftinguifiiM heads. 

Painter, forbear j or if thy bolder hand 

Dares to attempt the villains of the land, 

Draw firft this poet, like fome baleful ftar. 

With filent influence (bedding civil war 5 

Or faftious trumpetei:, whofe magic found 

Calls off the fubje6\s to the hoftile ground. 

And I'catters helliih feuds the nation round, 

Thefe 
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Then inutate the glory $ on the ftrand 

Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 

Wafh off the blood, and take a peacphil teint. 

All red the warrior, white the ruler ^aint; 

Abroad a hero, and at home a faint. 

Throne him on high upon a fhining feat, 

Luft and prophaiienefs dying at his feet. 

While round his head the laurel and the olive meet, 

The crowns of war and peace ; and may they blow 

With flowery blellings ever on his brow. 

At his right hand pile up the Englifh laws 

In facred volumes ; thence the monarch draws 

Kis wife and juft commands — - 

Kife, ye old fagcs of the Britifh ifle. 

On the fair tablet caft a revtrend fmile. 

And blefs the piece j thefe ftatutes are your own. 

That fway the cottage, and direft the throne ; 

People and prince are one in William's name. 

Their joys, their dangers, -and their laws the fame. • 

Let liberty, and right, with plumes difplay'd, n 
Clap tl^ir glad wings around their guardian''s head, C 
Religion o'er the reft her ftarry pinions fpread. J 

Religion guards him; round th* imperial queen 
Place waiting virtues, each of heavenly mein 5 
Leara their bright air, and paint it from his eyes } 
The juft, the bold, the temperate and the wife 
Dwell in his looks ; majeftic, but ferene 5 1 

Sweet, with no fondnefs -y chearful, but not vain : > 
Bright, without terror 3 great, without difdain. > 

Hit 



LYRIC POEMS, Book II. 1 19 

His foul infpires us what his lips command. 

And fpreads his brave example through the land : 

Not fo the former reigns ;— — 

Bend down his earth to each afflifled cry. 

Let beams of grace dart gently from his eye 5 

But the bright treafures of his facred breaft 

Are too divine, too vaft to be expreft : 

Colours muft fail where words and numbers faint. 

And leave the hero's heart for thought alone to paint. 



PART II. 

"'^r OW, Mufe, purfue the fatyrift again, 

**■ ^ Wipe off the blots of his invenora'd pen $ 

Hark, how he bids the fervile painter draw. 

In mondrous (hapes, the patrons of our law $ 

At one (light dafh he cancels every name 

From the white rolls of hoM^ and fame : 

This fcribbling wretch marCT all he meets for knave. 

Shoots fudden bolts promifcuous at the bafe and brave^ 

And with unpardonable malice fheds 

Poifon and fpite on undiftinguifiiM heads. 

Painter, forbear j or if thy bolder hand 

Dares to attempt the villains of the land, 

Draw firft this poet, like fome baleful ftar. 

With filent influence (bedding civil war j 

Or faftious trumpetei:, whofe magic found 

Calls off the fubje-f^s to the hoftile ground. 

And Tcatters helliih feuds the nation round, 

Thefe 
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Slide off the flippery fphere i 
Moons with their months make hafty roundsy 
The fun has pafs^d his vernal bounds. 

And whirls about the year* 

Let folly drefs in green and red. 
And gird her wafie with flowing gold. 
Knit blufhing rofes round her head, 
Alas ! the gaady colours fade. 

The garment waxes old. 
Hartopp, mark the withering rofe. 
And the pale gold how dim it ihows ! 

Bright and lading bllfs below 

Is all romance and dream ; 
Only the joys celeftial flow 

In an eternal flream, 
The pleafures that the fmiling day 

With large right hand beftows, 
Falfely her left conveys away, 

And (huffles in our woes. 
So have I feen a mother play. 

And cheat her filiy chi]d> 
She gave and took a toy away. 

The infant cryM and fmird« 

Airy chance, and iron fate, 
Hurry and vex our mortal (late^ 



LYRIC POEMS, Book U. 145 

And all the race of ills create 5 
Now fiery joy, now fullen grief. 
Commands the reins of human life. 

The wheels impetuous roll ; 
The hai-neft hours and minutes ftrive. 
And days with ftretching pinions drive- 

-down fiercely on the goal. 

Not half fo faft the galley flies 

O'er the Venetian ica. 
When fails, and oars, and labounng (k,\c$^ 

Contend to make her way. 
Swift wings for all the flying hours 

The God of time prepares, 
The reft lie &\\l yet in their neft 

And grow for future years. 

To THOMAS GUNSTON, Efq; 

1700. 

HAPPY SOLITUDE, 

Cafimire, Book IV. Ode 11. imitated* 

" Quid me latentsm, &c.'* 

npHE noify world complains of mc 
•** That I fliould fhun their fight, and flee 
Vfflts, and crowds, and company. 
Gunlbn, the lark dwells in lier neft 

Tillfheafcendtheflciesj 
And in my clofet I could reft 
Till to the heavens I rife. 

R 3 ^^ 
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Yet they will urge, " This private life 

•* Can never make you bleft, 

** And twenty doors are ftill at ftrife 
** T' engage you for a guefL" 
Friend, (hould the towers of Windfor or Whitebait 

Spread open their inviting gates- 

To make my entertainment gay j 

I would obey the royal call. 
But fhort ihould be my ftay, 

Since a diviner fervice waits 
T* emplo3(niy hours at home» and better fill the day^ 

When I witl^ myfelf retreat,. 

I (hut my doors againft the great f 

My bufy eye-balls inward roll. 

And there with large furvey 1 fee 

All the wide theatre of Me, 
And view the various fcenes of my retiring foul } 
There I walk o'er the mazes I have trod. 
While hope and fear are in a doubtful ftrife, 

Whethei- this Opera of Iffe 
Be afted well to gain the Plaudit of my God* 

There's a day haftening, ('tis an awful day !) 
When the great fovereign (hall at large review 

AU that we fpeak, and all we do, 
The feveral parts we a6l on this wide ftage of clay : 

Thefe he approves, and thofe he blames. 
And crowns perhaps a porter, and a prince he damns. 

Oif 
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O if the judge from his tremendous feat 

Shall not condemn what I have done, 

I (hall be happy though unknown. 
Nor need the gazing rabble, nor the fliouting ftreet. 

I hate the Glory, friend, that fprings 
From vulgar breath, and empty found j 
Fame mounts her upward with a flattering gale 
Upon her airy wings, 
• Till Envy (hoots, and Fame receives the wound*: 
Then her flagging pinions fail, 
Down glory falls, and ftrikes the ground. 
And breaks her batter'd limbs-. 
" Rather let me be quite concealM from Famej 
How happy I (houJd lie 
la fweet obfcupity, 
Nor the loud world pronounce my little name I 
Here I could live and die alone ^ 
Or if fociety be due 
To keep our tafte of pleafure new,. 
Gunfton^ I 'd live and die with you. 
For both, our fouls are one. 

Here we could fit and pafs the hour. 
And pity kingdoms, and their kings. 
And fmile at all their fliining things. 
Their toys of ftate, and images of power j 
Virtue fhould dwell within our feat. 
Virtue alone could make it fweet. 
Nor is hcrfelf fc»ure, but in a clofc retreat. 

» 4. N^iXi^ 
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Then imitate the glory $ on the ftmnd 

Spread half the nation, longing till he land. 

Wa(h off the blood, and take a peac^fiil teint> 

All red the warrior, white the ruler ^aint; 

Abroad a hero, and at home a faint. 

Throne him on high upon a fhining feat. 

Lull and prophanenefs dying at his feet. 

While round his head the laurel and the olive meet. 

The crowns of war and peace 5 and may they blow 

With flowery bleHIngs ever on his brow. 

At his right hand pile up the Englifh laws 

In facred volumes $ thence the monarch draws 

Kis wife and juft commands — . 

Kife, ye old fages of the Britifh ifle. 

On the fair tablet caft a reverend fmlle. 

And blefs the piece j thefe ftatutes are your own. 

That fway the cottage, and direft the throne ; 

People and prince are one in Wil]iam*s name. 

Their joys, their dangers, -^nd their laws the fame. 

Let liberty, and right, with plumes difplay'd. 
Clap tl^ir glad wings around their guardian''s head, 
Religion o'er the reft her ftarry pinions fpread. 
Religion guards him; round th* imperial queen 
Place waiting virtues, each of heavenly mein 5 
Leara their bright air, and paint it from his eyes ; 
The juft, the bold, the temperate and the wife 
Dwell in his looks ; majeftic, but ferene j 
Sweet, with no fondnefs ; chearful, but not vain : 
Bright, without terror; great, without difdain. 

His 
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His foul infpires us what his lips command. 

And fpreads his brave example through the land : 

Not fo the former reigns ; 

Bend down his earth to each afflifled cry. 

Let beams of grace dart gently from his eye 5 

But the bright treafures of hit facred breaft 

Are too divine, too vaft to be expreft : 

Colours muft fail where words and numbers faint, 

And leave the heroes heart for thought alone to paint. 

P A R T ' II. 

"^J* OW, Mufe, purfue the fatyrift again, 

'^ ^ Wipe off the blots of his invenom'd pen $ 

Hark, how he bids the fervile painter draw. 

In mondrous (hapes, the patrons of our law $ 

At one (light dafh he cancels every name 

From the white rolls of hoM^ and fame t 

This fcribbling wretch marln all he meets for knave. 

Shoots fudden bolts promifcuous at the bafe and biave^ 

And with unpardonable malice fheds 

Poifon and fpite on undiftingui(h*d heads. 

Painter, forbear j or if thy bolder hand 

Dares to attempt the villains of the land. 

Draw firft this poet, like fome baleful ftar, 

With filent influence (hedding civil war 5 

Or fa^ious trumpetei:, whole magic found 

Calls off the fubjef^s to the hoftile ground. 

And fcatters helliih feuds the nation round, 
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The mourning. piece. 

T IFE's a long tragedy : This globe the ftage, 
'^^ Well fixM and well adorn'd with ftrong machines^ 
Gay fields, and (kies, and Teas : The aflors many : 
The plot immenfe : A flight of daemons fit 
On every failing cloud with fatal purpofe; 
And (hoots acrofs the fcenes ten thoufand arrows 
Perpetual and unfeen, headed with pain. 
With forrow, infamy, difeafe, and death. 
The pointed plagues fly filent through the air. 
Nor twangs the bow, yet fure and deep the wound. 

Dianthe afts her little part alone. 
Nor wifhes an aflbciate. Lo (he glides 
Single through all the ftorm, and more fecure^. 
Lefs are her dangers, and her breaft receives 
The feweft darts. " But, O my lov'd Marilla, 
** My filler, once my friend, (Dianthe cries) 
** How much art tlwu exposM I Thy growing foul 
«* Doubled in wedlock, multiply'd in children, 
*« Stands but the broader mark for all the mifchicfs 
** That rove promifcnous o'er the mortal flagc : 
" Children, thofe dear young limbs, thofetcndereftpieci 
" Of your own flefh, thofe little other felves, 
[ " How they dilate the heart to wide dimenfions, 
** And foftcn every fibre to improve 
** The mother's fad capacity of pain ! 
« I mourn Fidelio too j though heaven has chofe 

Afi 
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' A favourite mate for him, of all her fex 
The pride and flower : How bleft the lovely pair. 
Beyond expreflion, if well mingled loves 
And woes well mingled could improve our blifs. ! 
Amidft the rugged cares of life behold 
The father and the hufband ; flattering names. 
That fprcad his title, and enlarge his (hare 
Of common wretchednefs. He fondly hopes 
To multiply his joys, but every hour 
Renews the difappointment and the fmart. 
There not a wound affli6ls the meaneft joint 
Of his fair partner, or her infant-train, 
(Sweet babes !) but pierces to his inmoft fouL 
Strange is thy power, O Love 1 what numerous veinc, 
And arteries, and arms, and hands, and eyes, 
Are link'd and faftenM to a lover's heart, 
By ftrong but fecret ftrings \ With vain attempt 
We put the Stoic on, rn vain we try 
To break the ties of nature and of blood j 
Thofe hidden threads maintain the dear communion 
Inviolably firm : their thrilling motions 
Reciprocal give endlefs fympathy 
In all the bitters and the fweets of life. 
Thrice happy man, if pleafure only knew 
Thefe avenues of love to reach our fouls. 
And pain bad never found them !*' 

Thus fang t\\e tunefij maid, feaifal to try 
lie bold experiment. Oft Daphnis came, 
nd oft NarciJTus, rivals of her heart, 

3 L\K\T\^ 
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Luring her eyes with trifles dipt in gold, 

And the gay filken bondage. Firm (he ftood» 

And bold repulsM the bright temptation ftill. 

Nor put the chains on ; dangerous to try. 

And hard to be diflbWd. Yet rifing tears 

Sate on her eye-lids, while her nambers flowed 

Harmonious forrow j and the pitying drops 

Stole down her cheeks, to mourn the haplcfs ftate 

Of mortal love. Love, thou beft bleiHng fent 

To foften life, and make our iron cares 

Eafy : But thy own cares of fofter kind 

Give fharper wounds : They lodge too near the heart, 

Beat, like the pulfe, perpetual, and create 

A ftrange uneafy fenfe, a tempting pain. 

Say, my companion Miiio, fpeak fincere, 
(For thou art learned now) what anxious thougbtt, 
What kind perplexities tumultuous rife. 
If but the abfence of a day divide 
Thee from thy fair beloved ! Vainly fmiles 
The chearful fun, and night with radiant eyes 
Twinkles in vain : The region of thy foul 
Is darknefs, till thy better ftar appear. 
Tell me, what toil, what tor<Tient to fuftain 
The rolling burden of the tedious hours ? 
The tedious hours are ages. Fancy roves 
Relllefs in fond inquiry, nor believes 
Charifla fafe : Charifla, in whofe life 
Thy life confifts, and in her comfort thine. 
Fear and furmife put on a thoufand forms 
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Of dear difquietude, and round thine ears 

Whifper ten thoufand dangers, endlefs wdes, 

Till thy -frame ihudders at her fancy'd death ; 

Then dies my Mitio, and his blood creeps cold 

Through every vein. Speak, does the ftranger Mufe . 

Caft happy gueifes at the unknown paflion, 

Or has (lie fabled all ? Inform me, friend. 

Are half thy joys fincere ? Thy hopes fuIfiU'd 

Or fruftrate ? Here commit thy fecret griefs 

To faithful cars, and be they bury'd here 

Xn friendship and oblivion j left they fpoiJ 

Thy new-bom pleafures with diftafteful gall. 

Kor let thtne eye too greedily drink in 

The frightful profpeft, when untimely death 

Shall make wild inroads on a parentis heart. 

And his dear offspring to the cruel grave 

Are dragg'd in fad fucceflton, while his foul 

Is torn away piece-meal ; Thus dies the wretch 

A various death, and frequent, ere he quit 

The theatre^ and make his Exit final. 

But if his deareft half, his faithful mate 
Survive, and in the fweeteft faddeft airs 
Of love and grief, approach with trembling hand 
To clofe his fwimming eyes, what double pangs. 
What racks, what twinges rend his heart-ftrings off 
From the fair bofom of that fellow-dove 
H^ leaves behind to mourn ? What jealous cares 
Hang on his parting foul, to think his love 
ExposM to wild oppreillon, and the herd 
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Of favagc men ? So parts the dying turtle 
With fobbing accents, with fuch fad regret 
Leaves his kind featherM mate : The widow bird 
Wanders in lonefome fhades, forgets her foody 
Forgets her life ; or falls a fpeedier prey 
To talonM faulcons, and the crooked beak 
Of hawks athird for blood ■ 

The SECOND PART: Or 
The Bright Vision. 

'TT^HUS far theMufe, in unaccuftom'd mood» 
-■• And drains unpleafing to a lover^s ear, 
Indulged a gloom of thought ; and thus (be fang 
Partial j for Melancholy's hateful form 
Stood by in fable robe : The penfive Mufc 
Surveyed the darkfome fcenes of life, and fought 
Some bright relieving glimpfe, fonie cordial ray 
In the fair world of love : But while Oie gaz'J. 
Delightful on the (late of twin-born fouls 
United, blefs'd, the cruel (hade apply'd 
A dark long tube, and a falfe tin6lur*d glafs 
Deceitful $ blending love and life at once 
In darknefs, chaos, and the common mafs 
Of mifery: Now Urania feels the cheat. 
And breaks the hated optic in difdain. 
Swift vani(hes the fuUen form, and lo 
The fcene (hines bright with blifs : Behold the plac 
Where mifchiefs never fly, cares never come 
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"With wrinkled brow, nor anguifli, nor difeafe, 
^or malice forky-tongued. On thi« dear fpot, 
cMitioy my love would fix and plant thy ftation 
To aft thy part of life, ferene and bleft 
'With the fair confort fitted to thy heart, 

"Sure 'tis a viflon of that happy grove 
W'here the firft authors of our mournful race 
X.iv'd in fweet partnerAiip ! one hour they liv'd, 
But chang'd the tafted blifs (imprudent pair !) 
^or fin, and ftiame, and this wafte wildernefs 
X)f briars, and nine hundred years of pain. 
The wifliing Mufe new-dreffes the fair garden 
A.niid this defart-world, with budding blifs, 
And ever-greens, and balms, and flowery beauties 
Without one dangerous tree : There heavenly dews 
Nightly defcending (hall impearl the grafs 
And verdant herbage 5 drops of fxagrancy 
Sit trembling on the fpires : The fpicy vapours 
Rife with the dawn, and through the air diffused 
Salute your waking fenfes with perfume : 
While vital fruits with their anil)rofiaI juice 
Renew life's purple flood and fountain, pure 
From vicious taint j and with your innocence 
Immortalize the ftru6lure of your clay. 
On this new paradife the cloudlefs flcies 
Shall fmile perpetual, while the lamp of day 
With flames unfully'd, (as the fabled torch 
Of Hymen) mealures out your golden hours 
Along his azure road. The nuptial moon 
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In mrlder rays ferene, fhould nightly rife 

Full orbM (if heaven and nature will indulge 

So fair an emblem) big with filver joys. 

And ftill forget her wane. The featherM choir, 

Warbling their Maker's fyraife on early wing. 

Or perchM on evening-bough, ihall join your worihip) 

Join your fweet vefpers, and the morning fong. 

O facred fyrophony t Hark, through the grove 
I hear the found divine ! I 'm all attention. 
All ear, all extafy ; unknown delight ! 
And the fair Mufe proclainis the heaven below. 

Not the feraphic minds of high degree 
Difdain converfe with men : Again returning 
I fee th' ethereal hoft on downward wing. 
Lo, at the eaftern gate young cherubs ftand 
Guardians, commiflion'd to convey their joys 
To earthly lovers. Go, ye happy pair. 
Go tafte their banquet, learn the nobler pleafores 
Supernal, and from brutal dregs reiinM. 
Raphael fhall teach thee, friend, exalted thoughts 
And intelle6lual blifs. 'Twas Raphael taught 
The patriarch of our progeny th' affairs 
Of heaven : (So Milton fings, enlightned bard \ 
Nor mifsM his eyes, when in fublimeft drain 
The angers great narration he repeats 
To Albion's fens high favoured.) Thou flialt learn 
Celeftial leflbns from his awful tongue ; 
And with foft grace and interwoven loves 

7 (Gratefttl 
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(Grateful digreflion) all his words rehearfe 
To thy Charifra''8 ear, and charm her foul. 
Thus with divine difcourfe, in fhady bowers 
Of Eden, our firft father entertained 
Eve his fole auditrefs ; and deep difpute 
With conjugal carefTes on her lip 
Solv'd eafy, and abftrufeft thoughts revealM. 

Now the day wears apace, now Mitio conies 
From his bright tutor, and finds out his mate. . 
Behold the dear affociates featcd low 
On humble turf, with rofe and myrtle ftrow'd ; 
But high their conference ! how felf-fuffic'd 
Lives their eternal Maker, girt around 
With glories : arm'd with thunders 5 and his throne 
Mortal accefs forbids, projefting far 
Splendors unfufFerable and radiant death. 
With reverence and abafement deep they fall 
Before his Sovereign Majefty, to pay 
Due worihip : Then his mercy on their fouls 
Smiles with a gentler ray, but fovereign ftill ; 
And leads their meditation and difcourfe 
Long ages backward, and acrofs the feas 
To Bethlehem of Judah : There the fon. 
The filial godhead, charafter exprefs 
Of brightnefs inexpreifible, laid by 
His beamy 1 obes, and made defcent to earth : 
Sprung from the fons of Adam he became 
A fecond father, ftudious to regain 
Loft paradife for men, and purchafe heaven. 
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The lovers with indeartnent mutual thus 
Promifcuoiis talkM, and qucftions intricate 
His manly judgment ftill refoIvM, and dill 
Held her attention fixM : (he muiing fat 
On the fweet mention of incarnate love. 
Till raptura walcM her voice to fofteft ftrains. 
** She fang die Infant God ; (myfterious theme 1) 
** How vile his birth-place, and bis cradle vile ! 
'* The ox and afs his mean companions $ there 
*' In habit vile the ihepUerds fiock aronndt 
*< Sahuitig the great mother, and adore 
'< Ifrael's anointed King, the appointed heir 
** Of the creation. How debased he tits 
** Bfci^eaili his regai ftate ; for thee, my Mitio» 
<* Debased in fervile form ; but angels ftood 
^< Miniftering round their charge with folded wings 
<< Obfequious, though iinfeen ; while ligktfiune boon 
*' Fuliiird the day, and the grey e vening rofe. 
** Then the fair guardians hovering o*er his head 
«* Wakeful all night, drive the foul fpirfts far, 
*' And with their fanning pinions purge the air 
<* From bufy phantoms, from infectious damps, 
*^ And impure taint j while their ambroiial plumes 
*' A dewy ftumber on his fenfcs ftied. 
** Alternate hymns the heavenly watchers fung 
'* Melodious, foothing the furrounding fhatks, 
*' And kept the darkncfs chafte and holy. Then 
** Midnight was charmM, and all her gazing eyes 
'^ Wonder" d to fee tbelt paighty Maker fleep. 

5 « Bdtold 
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lold the glooms difperfe, the rofy mom 
lies in the Eaft with eye-lids opening fair* 
t not fo fair as thine j O I could fold Thee, 
' young Almighty, my Creator-Babe, 
• ever in thefe arms ! For ever dwell 
on thy lovely form with gazing joy, 
d every pulfe ihould beat feraphlc love ! 
3und my feat ihould crouding cherubs come 
th fwift ambition, zealous ^o attend 
sir prince, and form a heaven below the (ky. 

'orbear, CharifTa, G forbear the thought 
female-fondneis, and forgive the man 
at interrupts fuch melting harmony !" 
Mitio I and awakes her nobler powers 
ly juft worfhip to the facred King, 
the God J nor with devotion pure 
he careffes of her fofter fex 5 
blandifliment!) ** Coipe, turn thine eyes afide 
m Bethlehem, and climb up the doleful fteep 
l>loody Calvary, wheriC naked fculls 
e the fad road, and fright the traveller. 
. my Beloved bear to trace the feet 
ler Redeemer panting up the hill 
d burdened ? Can thy heart attend his crofs ? 
l*d to the cruel wood, he groans, he dies, 
thee he dies. Beneath thy fins and mine 
•rriblc load !) the finful Saviour groans, 
1 in fierce anguifh of his foul expires. 
»ring angels pry with bending head 
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** Searching the deep contrivance, and admire 

•* This* iniinite dcfign. Here peace is made 

** 'Twixt God the Sovereign, and the rebel man i 

** Here Satan overthrown with all his hofts 

** In fccond ruin rages and defpairs 5 

** Malice itfelf defpairs. The captive prey 

** Long held in flavery hopes a fweet releafcy 

** And Adam's ruinM offspring fhall revive 

** Thus ranfomM from the greedy jaws of death'." 

The fair difciple heard 5 her pafiion^ move 
Harmonious to the great difcourfe, and breathe 
Refin'd devotion : while new fmiles of love 
Kepay her teacher. Both with bended knees 
Read o'er the covenant of eternal life 
Brought down to men ; feal'd by the facred Three 
In heaven ; and fealM on earth with God^s own blood 
Here they unite their names again, and fign 
Thofe peaceful articles. (Hail, blefl co-heirs 
Celeftial ! Ye (hall grow to manly age, 
And, fpite of earth and hell, in feafon due 
Poflefs the fair inheritance above.) 
"With joyous admiration they furvey 
The gofpel treafures infinite, unfeen 
By mortal eye, by mortal ear unheard. 
And unconceivM by thought : Riches divine 
And honours which the Almighty Father God 
PourM with immenfe profufion on his Son, 
High treafurer of heaven. The Son beftows 
The life, the love, the blefiing, and the joy 
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lankrupt mortals who believe and love 

lame. ** Then, my CharifTa, all is thine. 

id thine, my Mitio, the fair faint replies. 

Fe, death, the world below, and worlds on high, 

id place, and time, are ours ; and things to come, 

id paft, and prefent i for our intereft Hands 

.*m in our myftic head, the title fure. 

is for our health and fweet refreHiment, (v/hile 

c fojoum ftrangers here) the fruitful earth 

ars plenteous ^ and revolving feafons dill 

lefs her vaft globe in various ornament. 

r us this chearful fun and chearful light 

irnal ihine. This blue expanfe of (ky 

ngs a rich canopy above our heads, 

vering our (lumbers, all with ftany gold 

irrought, when night alternates her return. 

: us time wears his wings out : Nature keeps 

r wheels in motion ; and her fabrick (lands. 

>ries beyond our ken of mortal (ight 

e now preparing, and a maniion fair 

^aits us, where the faints unbody\l live. 

rits released from clay, and purg'd from (in : 

ither our hearts with moft ince(rant wi(h 

iting afpire ; when (hall that deareft hour 

ne and releafe us hence, and bear us high, 

:r us at once unfever'd to our better home ?" 

»left connubial (late ! O happy pair, 

d by yet unfociated fouls 

feck their faithful twins ! Your pleafures rife 

S 3 ^>#i^t:t. 
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Sweet as the mom, advancing as the day. 
Fervent as glorious noon, ferenely calm 
As fummer-cvenings. The vile fons of earth 
Groveling in duft with all their noily jar* 
Reftlefs, fhall interrupt your joys no more 
Than barking animals affright the moon 
Sublime, and riding in her midnight way. 
Friendfhip and love (hall undiftinguifh'd reign 
0*er all your pallions with unrival'd fway 
Mutual and evcrlafting : Friendfliip knows 
No property in good, but all things common 
That each pofTefJes, as the light or air 
In which wt breathe and live : There 's not one dv 
Can lurk in clofe refer vc, no barriers fix^d. 
But every pafiage open as the day 
To one another's breaft, and inmoft mind. 
Thus by communion your delight (hall grow. 
Thus ftreams of mingled blifs fwell higher as they i 
Thus angels mix their flames, and aiore divinely g! 

The THIRD PART: Or 

The Account balanced. 

Q HOULD fovweign love before me ftand, 
^ With all his train of pomp and ftate> 
And bid the daring Mufe i^late 

His comforts and his cares ; 
Mitio, I would not alk the fand 
For metaphors t' expre(^ their weight, 
i4oir boiTow numbers fioim the (lars. 
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Thy cares a»d comforts, fovereign Lov€» 
Vaftly out-weigh the fand below. 
And to a larger audit grow 

Than all the ftars above. 
Thy mighty lofTes and thy gains 

Are their own mutual meafures ; 
Only the man that knows thy paias 

Can reckon up tby pleafures. 

Say, Damon, fay, how bright the fccne, 

Damon is half-divincly bleii. 
Leaning his head on his Florella's breaft, 
Without a jealous thought, or bufy care between : 

Then the fweet paffions mix and fbare; 

Florella tells thee all her heart, 
Nor can thy fouPs remoteft part 
Conceal a thought or wiih from the beloved fs^ir. 

Say, what a pitch thy pleafures fiy. 
When friendfhip all-fmcere grows up to ecftacy, 
Nor felf contrails the blifs, nor vice pollutes the joy'^ 

While thy dear oispring round thee fit, 
Or fporting innocently at thy feet 
Thy kindeft thoughts engage : 

Thofe little images of thee. 

What pretty toy^ of youth they be. 
And growing praps of age ! 

But fliort is earthly blifs ! The changing wind 
Blows from the fickly South, and brings 

Malignant fevers on its fultry wings, 
Rdentlefs death fits elofe behind : 

S 4. Now 
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Novir gafping infants, and a wife in tears* 
With piercing groans falutes his earsy 

Through every vein the thriiling torments rdl 
While fweet and bitter are at ftrife 
In thofe dear miferies of life, 

Thofe tendered pieces of his bleeding fouL 
The pleafing fenfe of love awhile 

Mixt with the heart-ake may the pain bq;uilej 
And make a feeble fight : 

Till forrows like a gloomy deluge rife. 
Then every fmiling pafHon dies, 
And hope alone with wakeful eyes 

Darkling and folitary waits the flow-returning 

Here then let my ambition reft. 
May I be moderately bleft 
When I the laws of Love obey t 
Let but my pleafure and my pain 
In equal balance ever reign, 
Or mount by^ums and fink again, 
And fliare juft meafures of alternate fway. 
So Damon lives, and ne'er complains $ 
Scarce can we hope diviner fcenes 

On this dull ftage of clay : 
The tribes beneath the northern Bear 
Submit to darknefs half the year. 

Since half the year is day. 
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On the Death of the Doke of Gloucester, 
juft after Mr. D R y d e n. i 700. 

An EPIGRAM. 

TNRYDEN is dead, Drydcn alone could fing 
^^ The full-grown glories of a future king. 
Now Glofter dies : Thus leifer heroes live 
By that immortal breath that Poet's give ; 
And fcarce revive the Mufe : But William ftands. 
Nor afks his honours from the Poet's hands, 
William (hall fliine without a Dryden's praife. 
His laurels are not grafted on the bays. 

An Epigram of Martial to Cirinus. 

*' Sic tua, Cirini, promas Epigrammata vulgo 
" Ut mecura poffis, &c.'* 

Infcribcd to Mr. J O S I A H H O R T E. 1694, 
Lord Bi/hop of Kilmore * in Ireland. 

00 fmooth your numbers, friend, your verfe fo fweet, 
*^ So fliarp the jeft, and yet the turn fo neat. 
That with her Martial Rome would place Cirine, 
Home would prefer your fenfe and thought to mine. 
Vet modeft^ you decline the public ftage. 
To fix your friend alone amidft th* applauding age. 

So 

♦ Aitfinn,v6s Archbilhop o£ Tuam. 



J 
1 
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So Maro did j the mighty Maro fings 

}n vaft heroic notes of vaft heroic things^ 

And leaves the ode to dance upon his Flaccus' firings. 

He fcorn'd to daunt the dear Horatian lyre, 

Though his brave gifenius ftafh'd Pmdarit fire, 

And at his will could filence all the Lyric quire. 

So to kis Varins he refign'd the praife 

Of the proud bitfkin and the tragic bayt^ 

When he could thunder with a loftier vein, 

And fing of Gods and Heroes in ai bolder ftrain. 

A handfome treat, a piece of gold, or fo. 
And compliments will every friend beftow j 
Rarely a Virgif, a Cirine we meet. 
Who lays his laurels at inferior feet, 
And yields the tendered point of honour. Wit. 



EPISTOLA 
Fratri fuo dilefto R. W. I. W. S. P. D. 

T^ URSUM tuas, amande frater, accepi literasy 
'■'^ eodem fortafse momento, quo meae ad te pervene- 
mnt ; idemque qui te fcribentem vidit dies, meum ad 
epiil^olare munus excitavit cslamum j non inane eft inter 
nos Fraternum Nomcn, unicus enini fpiritus nos intiis 
animAt, agftque, 6c Concordes in fimboii>u8 ei^cit motu^i 
O utinam crefcat indies, & vigeicat mutua charitaij 
faxit JDeus, ut amoyr Cm noftra incendat & defxcct pec- 
tom, tunc etenim & alternis purse amicitiae flammis 

crga 
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erga nos invicem divinum in modum ardcbitnus^ Con- 
templemur Jefum noftrum, coelcfte illud & adoranduin 
exemplar charitatis. Ille eft, 

QUI qaondani aetemo delapfus ab aethcre vulms 
Induh humanosy ut pofTet corpore noilras 
(Heu miferas) fufferre vices j fponrom obivit 
Munia» & in (efe Tabulae malediftt Miuacit 
Tranftulit, et fceleris poenas hominifquc i^atum. 

Ecce jacet defertus huml, difFufus in heibam 
Integer, innocuas verfus fua fidera palnias 
£t placidum attoliens vultum, nee ad ofcula Patris 
Amplexus folltofve : Artus nudatus ami^u 
Sidereos, et fponte finum patefa^lus ad iras 
Numinis armati. Pater, hie inBge * fagittas, 
** Haec, ak, iratum forbebunt pedlora ferrum, 
** Abluat aethereus mortalia criraina fanguis.^ 

Dixit^ & horrendum fremuere tonitrua cceli 
Infenfufque Deus, (quern jam pofuifTe patemum 
Mufa queri vellet nomen, fed Sc ipfa fragores 
Ad tantos pevefafla (ilet.) Jam diflllit aether, 
Pandunturque fores, ubi duro carcere regnat, 
Ira, et pcenarum thefauros mille coercet, 
Inde ruunt gravidi vefano fulphure nimbi, 
Centuplicifque volant eontorta volumfna ilammae 
In cs^put immeritum ; diro liic fub pondcre prefTus 

* Job iv. 6. 

Reftat> 
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Reftat, cpmpreflbft damque ardens explicat artui 
* Purpureo veftes tin^ae fudore madefcunt. 
Nee tamen infando VIndex Regina labori 
Segnius incumbity fed laiTos increpat ignes 
Acriter, & fomno languentem fufcitat f enfem : 
*^ Surge, age, divinum pete peflus^ & imbue iacrc 
*< Flumine mucronem $ Vos bine, mea fpicula, lat 
** Ferrea per totum difpergite tormina Chriftum« 
*^ ImmenAim tolerare valet ; ad pondere poenae 
*^ Suftentanda hominem fuffulciet incola Numen* 
** £t tu facra Decas Legum, violata tabella^ 
** Ebibe vindiftam ; vafta fatiabere caede, 
*' Mortal is culpae penfabit dedecus ingens 
« Permiftus Deitate Cruor.'*— — . 

SiC fata, immiti contorquet vulnera dextra 
Dilaniatque finus ; fanfli penetralia cordis 
Panduntur, fsvis avidas dolor involat alis, 
Atque audax mentem fcrutator, & ilia mordet ; 
Interea fervator J ovat, viftorque doloris 
Eminet, illuftri § perfufus membra cruore, 
Exultatque mifer fieri ; nam fortius ilium 
Urget Patris Honos, & non vincenda voluptas 
Servandi raiferos fontes j O nobilis ardor 
Poenarum! O quid non mortalia pe£lora cogis 
Durus amor ? Quid non coelcftia ? 

* Luke xxii. 44. -f Zech. xiii. 7. % Col. ii. 
^ Luke xxii. 24. 
5 
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At fubfidat phantafia, yanefcant imagines ; nefcio quo 
me proripuit amens Mufa : Volui quatuor linias pedi- 
bus aftringere, & ecce ! numeri crefcunt in immenfum ; 
dumque concitato genio laxavi fnena, vereor rie juve- 
nilis impetus theologium heferit, Sc audat nimis ima- 
ginatio. Hcri adlata eft ad me epiftola indicans matrem 
raeliufcule fe habere, licet ignis febrilis non prorfus de- 
feniit mortalc ejus domicilium. Plura volui, fed tur- 
gidi & crefcentes verfus noluere plura; & coarftarunt 
fcriptionis limites. Vale amice frater, & in Audio pie- 
tatis & artis medicse ftrenuus dectirre. 

Datum a Mufeo meo Londinixytb Kalend. Febn 
Anno Salutis cididcxciik 



Fratris £. W. olim navigaturo* 

Sept. 30. x^9i« 

T FELIX, pede profpero 
•*■ I frater, trabe pinea 
Sulces aequora coerula 
Pandas carbafa flatibus 
Qua tuto reditura fint. 
Non te monftra natantia 
Ponti carnivorse incolse 
Prxdentvr rate naufraga. 

Navis, 



«70 WATTS'S POEMS. 

Navis, tu tibi creditum 
Fratrem dimidium met - 
Salvum fer per inbofpita 
Ponti tcfpSL, per ayios 
Tra£hi8» & liquidum chaos* 
Nee te forbeat hprrida 
Syrtis« nee fcopulu» minax 
Rurapflt roboreum ktus. 
Captent mitia flaoiio^ 
^tennse ; & zepbyri leves 
Dent portum placidum tibi. 

Tuy qui fiumina, qui vagos 
Fiu6his oceani re^^ 
£t fsvum boream domas. 
Da fratri faciles vias, 
£t fratrem reducem fuis. 

Ad Revercnduin Virum 

Dm JOHANNEM PINHORNE, 

Fidum Adolefcentiae meas Pneceptorem, 

Pindarici Carminis Specimen. i694.» 

ir^T te, Pinhorni, Mufa Triftntica 
■■^ Salutat, ardens difcipulam tuam 
Grate fateri : nunc Athenas, 

Nunc Latias per amoenitates 
Tuto pererrans te recolit ducem» 
Te quondam teneros & Ebraiaper aipem greflus 
Nen dura duxiiTe manu. 

Too 
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Tuo patefcunt lumine Thefpii . 

Campi atque ad ukrcem Picridan iter: 
En altus affurgens Homen\s 
Arma deofque virofque mifcens 
Occupat asthereum Parnaffi cuimen : Honneri 
Immenfos ftupeo tnanes 

Te, Maro, duke canens fylvae, te bclla fonantem 
Ardua, da veniam tenui v^enerare CBraoenaj 

Tuaeque accipias, Thebane vates, . 

, Debita Thura Lyrae. 
Vobis, magna trias 1 clarlfUma nomina femper 
Scrinia nodra patent, Sc pe^lora noftra patebiint, 
Quum mihi cunque levem coQceiTerit otia Sc horam 

DivJna Mofis pagina. 

Flaccus ad hanc triadem ponatur, at ipik pudenda^ 
Deponat veneres : venias Ccd * ** purus & iiiibiis ^ 
** Ut te collaudem, dum fordes Sc mala laftra" 
Ablutus, Venufine, cani« ridefTe. RKcifae 
Hac lege accedant iatyrae Juvenalis, amaari 
Terrores vitiorum. At longe caecu« abeffet 
PeiTius, obfcuros vates, nifi lumina ctrcuni- 
'fufa forent, fphingiique aenigmata. Sonde, fcidlfles. 
Grande fonans Scnecap fulmcn, grandil^ne cothurni 
Pompa Sepboclei celfo ponantur eodem 
Online, Sc amhabus fimul hos an^pieftar in ulnis* 

Tuto, Poetae, tuto habitabitis 

Piftos abacos : improba tinea 
Obiit, nee audat fteva caftas 
Attingere blatta camoenas, 

* Horat. Lib.'l. Sat. 6» 
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At tu renidens foeda epigrammatum 
Farrago inertuniy ftercoris impii 

Sentina foetensy Martialis, 

In barathrum relegandus imum 
Aufuge,. & hinc tecum rapias CatuUum 
InAiIse mollepi, naribus, auribus 
Ingrata caftis carmina, & improbi 

Spurcos Nafonis amores, 

Nobilis extrema gradiens Caledonis ab ara 
En Buchananus adeft. DivinI pfaltis imago 
JefRadae falveto ; potens feu numinis iras 
Fulminlbus mifcere^ facro vel lumlne mentis 
Fugare noftcs, vel citharae fono 

Sedare fiu6lu8 pe£loris. 
Tu mihi haerebis comes ambulanti, 
Tu domi aftabis foci us perennis^ 
Squ levi menfae fimul aflidere 

Dignabere, feu le^licse. 
Mox recumbentis vigilans ad aurem 
Aureos fuadebis inire fomnos 
Sacra fopitis fuperinferens ob- 

Hvia curisy 
Stet juxta * Cafimirus^ huic nee parcius ignem 
Natura indulfit nee Mufa armavit alumnum 
* Sarbivium mdiore lyra. 

* M. Cafirairus, Sarbiewiki Pocta infignis Polonis. 

Quanta 
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(Quanta Polonum levat aura cygnum ! 
• Humana linquens (en fibi dcvii 
Montes recedunt) luxuriantlbus 

Spgtiatur in acre pcnnis. 
Scu tu forte virum toUis ad aethera, 
Cognatofve thronos & patriura polum 

Vifurus confurgis ovans, ' 

Vifuin fatigas, aciemque fallls, 
Dum tuum a longe ftupeo volatum 

O non imitabills ales. 

Sarbivii ad nomen gelida incalet 

Mufa, fimul totus fcrvefccre 

Sentio, ftellatas levis induor 

Alas 8c tollor in altum. 

Jam juga Zionis radens pede 

Elato inter (Idera radens vertice 

Longe defpe^lo mortalia. 
Qnam juvat altifonis volitare per aethera penni», 
Et ridere procul fallacia gaudia fecli 
Terrelloe grandia inania, 

Quae mortale genus (heu male) deperit. 

O curas hominum miferas ! Gano, 

Et miferas nugas diademata ! 

Ventofae fortis ludibrium. 



• Lib. ii. Ode V. 

T En 
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Kn mihi fubfidunt terrens a pe6lore faeces, 
Geftit & efFnenIs divinum eiFundere carmen 
Mens afflata Deo 



- at vos heroes & arma 



Et prociil ede Cii, ludicra numina. 
Quid mihi cum veftrae pondere lancea?, 
Pallas ! aut veftris, Dyonyfe, Thyrfis ? 
Et Clava, & Anguis, & Leo, & Hercules, 
Et brutum tonitni fiflitii Patris, 
Abftate a carmine noilro. 

Tc, Deus Omnipotens ! te noflra fonabit Jefit 
Mufa, nee alTueto coelefles barbiton aufu 
Tentabit numeros. Vafti fine limite numen & 
Immcnfnm fine lege deum numeri fine lege fonabuat. 

Sed miifam magna pollicentem dcftituit vigor j 
Divino jubarc perftringitur oculorum acies. En la- 
bafcit pennis, tremit artubus, ruit deorfura per inane 
sethcris, jacet vi6la, obftupefcit, filet. 

Ignofcas, revercnde vir, vano conamini ; fragmen 
hoc rude licet & impolitum aequi boni confulas, k 
gratitudin's jam diu debit3e.in partem reponas. 



Votum^ 
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Votum, feu Vita in terns beata. 

d virum digniflimum JOHANNEM 
H A R T O P P I U M, Bartum. 

TARTOPPI eximio ftemmate nobilli 
-*' Venaque ingenii divite, (i roges 

Quern raea Mufa beat, 
Ille mihi felix ter & amplius, 
Et fimiles fuperis annos.agit 
** Qui fibi fufficiens femper adeft fibi." 

Hunc longe.a curie mortalibus 

Inter agros, fylvafque filente^- 
Se raufifque fuis tranquilla in pace fruentcm. 

Sol oriens videt.& recumbens. 

Non fuae vulgi favor infolentis- 
(Plaufus infani tumidus popelli). 
Mentis. ad facram penetriibit arcem>.. 

Feriat licet aethera clamor.. 
Nee gaza flammans divitis Indlae, 
Nee, Tage, veftra fulgor arenulae 

Ducent ab obfcuia quiete 
Ad laquear radian tis aulx*. 

O fi daretur ftamlna proprii 
Tiaftare fuTi poliice proprio, 

T a. Alq^fc 
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Atque meum mihi fingere fatum ; 
Candidus vitae color innocentis 
Fiia native decoraret albo 

Non Tyria vitiata 'concha. ' 
Non aurum, non gemma niteiw, nee purpura telae 

Intertexta forent invidiofa meas. 
s Longe a triumphis, & fonitu tub« 
Longe remotos tranfigerefti dies j 
Abftate fafces (fplendida vanitas) 
Et vos abftate, coronae. 

Pro meo tefto cafa fit, folubres 
Captet Auroras, procul urbis atro 
Diftet a fumo, fugiatque longe 

Dura phthifis mala, dura tuiHs; 
Difplicet Byrfa & fremitu molefto 
Turba mercantum j gratiiis alvear 
Demulcet aures raurmure, gratius 

Fons falientis aquae. 

Litigiofa fori me terrent jurgia, hnes 
Ad fylvas properans rlxofas exccror artcs 
Eminus in tuto a Unguis 

Blandimenta artis fimul aequus odi, 
Valete, cives, &" amcena fraudis 

Verba j proh mores ! & inane facri 
Nomen amici ! 

Tuque quae noftris inimica mulis 
Felle facratum vitias amorem, 
AbHs aeternum, diva libidinis 
Et pharetrate puer ! 

His 
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Hinc, hinc, Ctipido, longiiis avola ? 
Nil mihi cum foedis, pucr, ignibus j 
^therca fervent face pe6>ora, 
Sacra mihi Vcnws eft Urania, 
Et juvenis Jeflieu3 amor miiii. 

Coelefte carmen (nee taceat lyra 
JofTaea) laetls auribus infonet. 
Nee Watfianis c medullis 

Ulla dies rapiet vel hora. 
Sncri libelli, deliciae meae, 
Et vos, fodales, femper amabiles, . 
Nunc fimul adfitis, nunc vici(IIm> 
Et fallite taedia vitae. 



To Mrs. Singer, afterwards Mrs. Rows. 

On the Sight of fome of her divine Poems, never 
printed. 



July 19, 1706. 



Or 



^N the fair banks of gentle Thames 
I tun'd my harp j nor did celeftial themes 
Refufe to dance upon my ftrings : 
There beneath the evening iky 
I fung rhy cares afleep, and raised my wifhes high 
To everlafting things. 

T 3 Sudden 
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Sudden from Albion^s weftern coaft 

Harmonious notes come gliding by, 
The neighbouring (hepherds knew the Glvtr found ; 
** 'Tis Philomela's voice, the neighbouring fliephcrds 

At once my ftrings all filent lie, [cryf 

At once my fainting Mufe was Io(l> 

In the fnperior fweetnefs drown'd. 
In vain I bid my tuneful powers unite; 

My for.l rctir'd, and left my tongue, 
I was all ear, and Philomela's fong 

Was all divine delight. 

Now be my liarp for ever dumb. 
My Mufe attempt no more. 'Twas long ago 

I bid adieu to mortal things, 

To Grecian tales, and wars of Rome, 
*Twis long ago I broke all but th' immortal ftrings : 
Now thofc immortal ftrings have no employ. 

Since a fair angel dwells below. 
To tunc the notes of heaven, and propagate the joy. 

Let all my powers with awe profound 
While Philomela fmgs, 

Attend the rapture of the found. 
And my devotion rife on her ferapliic wings. 



The End of the Second Book. 
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BOOK III. 
Sacred to the Memory of the D b a d- 



An Epitaph on King WILLIAM IIL 
Of Glorious Memory. 

Who died March the 8th, 1701. 

XJENEATH thefe honours of a tomb, 
~ Greatnefs in humble ruin lies : 
(How earth confines in narrow room 
What heroes leave beneath the ikies !} 

Preferve, O venerable pile. 
Inviolate thy facred truft ; 
To thy cold arms the Britifh ifle. 
Weeping, commits her richeft duft. 

Ye gentleft minifters of Fate, 
Attend the monarch as he lies. 
And bid the fofteft Slumbers wait 
With filken cords to bind his eyes, 

T4. Rift 
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Reft his dear Swprd beneath his head ; 
Round him his faithful Arms (hall ftand : 
Fix bis bright Enfighs on bis bed. 
The guards and honours of our land. 

Ye fifter arts of Paint and Verfc, 
Place Albion fainting by his fide. 
Her groans ariflng o'er the hearfe. 
And €elgia finking when be dy'd. 

High o'er the grave Religion fet 

In folemn gold ; pronounce the ground 

Sacred, to bar unballow'd feet, 

And plant her guardian Virtues round. 

Fair Liberty in fables dreft, 
Write his lov'd name upon his urn, 
«* William, the fcourge of tyrants paft, 
** And awe of princes yet unborn/* 

Sweet Peace his facred relicks keep. 
With olives blooming round her head. 
And ftretch her wings acrofs the deep 
To blefs the nations with the (hade. 

Stand on the pile, immortal Fame, 
Broad ftars adorn thy brighteft robe. 
Thy thoufand voices found his name 
In filver accents round tiie globe. 



Flalt 
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Flattery fhall faint beneath the found. 
While hoary Truth infpires the fong j 
Envy grow pale and bite the ground. 
And Slander gnaw her forky tongue. 

Night and the grave remove your gloom j 
Darknefs becomes the vulgar dead j 
But gloiy bids the royal tomb 
Difdain the horrors of a ihade. 

Glory with all her lamps fhall burn. 
And watch the warrior's fleeping clay. 
Till the laft trumpet rouze his urn 
To aid the triumphs of the day. 



On the fudden Death of Mrs. Mary Peacock, 

An Elegiac Song fent in a Letter of Condolance to 
Mr. N. P. Merchant, at Amfterdam. 

TT ARK ! She bids all her friends adieu 5 
•*- •*• Some angel calls her to the fpheres j 
Our eyes the radiant faint purfue 
Through liquid telefcopes of tears. 

Farewell, bright foul, a fliort farewell. 
Till we fhall meet again above 
In the fweet groves where pleafures dwell. 
And trees of life bear fruits of love : 

There 
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There glory fits on every face. 
There friendftiip fniiles in every eye. 
There (hall our tongues relate the grace 
That led us homeward to the iky. 

O'er all the names of Chrift our King 
"Shall our harmonious voices rove. 
Our harps (hall found from every firing 
The wonders of his bleeding Love. , 

Come, fovereign Lord, dear Saviour, come. 
Remove thefe feparating days, 
Send thy bright wheels to fetcfi us home j 
That golden hour, how long it ftays ! 

How long muft we lie lingering here. 
While faints around us take their flight ? 
Smiling, they quit this dufky fphere. 
And mount the hills of heavenly light. 

Sweet foul, we leave thee to thy reft. 
Enjoy thy Jefus and thy God, 
Till we, from bands of clay releasM, 
Spring out, and climb the fhining road. 

While the dear duft ihe leaves behind 
Sleeps in thy bofom, facred tomb ! 
Soft be her bed, her flumbers kind, 
And all her dreams of joy to come. 
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EPITAPHIUM Viri VcneraWlit 
Dom. N. MATHER, 

Carmine Lapidarlo conicriptum^. 

M. S. 

Keverendi admodum Viri 

NATHANAELIS M A T H E R !• 

Q\J O D mori potuit hie fuptus depofltum eft, 
SI quseris, hofpes/ quantus et qualis fuit, 
Fidas enarrabic lapis. 

Nomen a familia duxit 
San£liorJbus fhidiis 8c evangelio devota, 

Et per utramque Angliam celebri, 
Americanum fc. atque Europasam. 
Et hinc quoque in fan6li minifterii fpem cduftus 
Non fallacem : 
Et hunc utraque novit Anglia 
Do^lum Sc docentem. 
Corpore fuit procero, forma placide vercnda ; 
At fupra corpus & formam fublimc cminuerunt 
Indoles, ingenium, atque eruditro ; 
Supra lixc pietas, & (ii fas dicere) 

Supra pietatem modeftia, 
Csteras enim dotes obunibravit. 
Quoties in rebus divinis peragendis 
Divinitas afflatae mentis fpecimina 

Prseftantiora edidit, 
Toties hominem fedulus occuluk 

XJt folus Gonfpiceretur Deus : 

Voluit 




JUncs. CdCSSsdiFam M^'ie^as, i Dra? prxiess. 

Et h:!ic T'Sori* 
Ab :&feronsf3 pcrtis totics reportatz. 
t'/,KT% i»l* fcr.'di ;.-npiorusi azirrxs inHgere 

A^: nn ic £iluar^ vulnus : 
Vulri4;fktat i^^*n tradtare kniter folers 

Lt riitdthLm ^dliibere magis falutarem. 
hx fiefsBcato CGr<'.s toate 
Pivini* t-ioo'iiis afr:ttini fcatcbant labia, 
K.iam in famiiiari contubemio : 
5ij>i/-il)it ipic undique cceicftes fuavitates, 
Qarifi oko ixtitiae lemper recens deiibutus, 
Ia fcmpcr fupra ibcios ; 
Cjratumquc d'lkcliiiimi fui Jefu ociorem 
Quaqu a versus 6i late diiFudit. 



Dol 
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Poleres tolerans fupra fidem, 
^fumnseque heu qtiam afiidmr \: 
Jnviflo animo, vi^lriee pattentia . 
Varfas eiirai'um motes pertulit 
Et in ftadk) & in metl Vitae : 
Quam ubi propinquam vidit 
Plerophoria fidei quait cumi alato vc£lus 

Propere & exultTm attigit. 
^atus eft in agra Lancaftrienfi 2o' Martii, 1630. 
Inter Nov- Anglos theologiae tyrocinia fecit, 
^ftorali munere dia Dublinii in Hibcraia fundus, 
randem (utfemper) providentiam fecutus dttcenj, 
[^oetui fidelium apud Londinenfes praepofitus eft, 
Quos do^rina precibus, & vita beavit : 
Ah brevi ! 
I^orp<M^e folutus 26* Julii, 1697. ^tat.- 67. 
i^celefiis mcerorem, theologis exemplar reiiquit. 
Probis piifque omnibus 
Infandum fui defiderium & 
>nm pulvK Chiifto charus hie dulce dormit 
£xpet5laHS^ ftellswn matutiuam. 

o the Reverend Mr. John Shower, on the 
Death of his Daughter Mrs. Anne Warner. 

Reverend and dear Sir, 

TOW great foever was my fenfe of your lofs, yet I 
-*• did not think myfelf fit to offer any h'nes of com- 
et : your own meditations can fumifli you with many 
5 ade- 
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a delightful truth in the midft of fo heavy a forrow;: 
for the covenant of grace has brightnefs enough in it to 
gild the moft gloomy providence | and to that iweet 
covenant your foul is no ftranger. My own thoughts 
vrere much impreft with the tidings of your daughter*s 
death j and though I made many a ]»fle£b'on on the 
vanity of mankind in its bed eftate, yet I mud acknow- 
ledge that my temper leads me moft to the pleafant 
fcenes of heaven, and that future world of blefTedceft. 
When I recoiled^ the memory of my friend^ that are 
deady I frequently rove into the world of fpirits, and 
fearch them out there t Thus I endeavoured to trace 
Mrs. Warner J and thefe thoughts crouding faft upon 
me, I fet them down for my own entertainment. The 
verfe breaks off abruptly, becaufe I had no delign to 
write a finiihed elegy y and be fides, when I was fallen 
upon the dark fide of death, I had no mind to tarry 
there. If the lines I have written be fo happy as to 
entertain you a little, and divert your grief, the time 
fpent in compoilng them fliall not be reckoned among 
my loft hours, and the review will be more.pleafing to^ 

Sir, 

Your affe^icnate humble iervanti 

Decemb. ai, lyoj. L W.. 
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in Elegiac Thought on Mrs. Anne Warner, 
who died of the Small-Pox, December i8, 
1707. at One of the Clock in the Morning ; 3 
few Days after the Birth and Death of herfirft 
Child. 

A WAKE, my Mufe, range the wide world of fouls, 
*^^ And" feek Verncra fled 5 With upward aim 
Direft thy wing ; for ftie was born from heaven, 
PulfillM her vifit, and returnM on high. 

The midnight watch of angels, that patrole 
The Britifli flcy, have notlc'd her afcent 
I»Jcar the meridian ftar j piirfue the track 
To the bright confines of immortal day 
A.nd paradife, her home. Say, my Urania, 
[For nothing fcapes thy fearch, nor canft thou mifs^ 
5o fair a fpirit) fay, beneath what (hade 
Df Amaranth, or chearful Ever-green, 
>he fits, recounting to her kindred-mindt 
A.ngelic or humane, her mortal toil 
A.nd travels through this howling wildernefsj 
By what divine prote6lions (he cfcap'd 
rhofe deadly fnares when youth and Satan leagued 
[n combination to aflail her virtue 
[Snares fet to murder fouls) ; but heaven fecur'd 
The favourite nymph, and taught her viilory,. 

Or 
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Or does fhe feek, or has (ht found her bahe 
Amongft the infant-nation of the bleft. 
And clafpM it to her foul, to fatiate there 
The young maternal paiRon, and abfolve 
The unfulfilled embrace ? Thrice happy child ! 
That faw the light, and tum'd its eyes afide 
From our dim regions to th* Eternal Sun^ 
And led the parent's way to glory ! There 
Thou art for ever hers, with powers enlarged 
For love reciprocal and fweet converfe. 

Behold her anceftors (a pious race) 
RangM in fair order, at her fight rejoice 
And fmg her welcome. She along their feats 
Gliding falutes them all with honours due 
Such as are paid in heaven : And laft fhe f nds 
A manfion fafhion'd of diftinguiftiM light. 
But vacant : " This"" (with fure prefage fi^t cries) 
" Awaits my father ; when will he arrive ? 
" How long, alas, how long !'' (Then calls her mate) 
** Die, thou dear partner of my moital cares, • 
** Die, and partake my blifs 3 we are for ever One." 

Ah me ! where roves my fancy ! What kind dreams 
Croud with fweet violence on my waking mind ! 
Perhaps illufions all I Inform me, Mufe, 
Chufes fhe rather to retire apart 
To recolleft her diflipated powers, 
And call her thoughts her own : fo lately freed 
From earth's vain fcenes, gay vifits, gratulations, 

From 
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FroiftWymeu's hurrying and tumiOtucus joys, 
And fears and pangs, fierce pangs that wrongbt her death. 
Tell me on what lublimer theme fhe dwelU 
In contemplation, with unerring clue 
Infinite truth purfuing. (When, my foul, 
O wiien fhall thy releafe from cun»berous flefli 
Pafs the great feal of heaven ? What hnppy hotir 
Shall give thy thoughts a loofe to Ibar and tracs 
The intelleilual world ? Divine delight ! 
Vernera's lov'd employ !) Perhaps Hie fings 
To fome new golden harp th' Almighty deeds. 
The names, the honours of her Saviour-God, 
His crofs, his grave, his viftory, and his crown : 
Oh could I imitate th' exalted notes. 
And mortal ears could bear them ! 

Or lies flie now before th' eternal throne 
Proftrate^in humble form, with deep devotion 
O'erwhelm'd, and felf-abafement at the fight 
Of the uncovered Godhead face to face ? 
Seraphic crowns pay homage at his feet. 
And Hers amongft them, not of dimmer ore. 
Nor fet with meaner gems : But vain ambition. 
And emulation vain, and fond conceit, 
And pride for ever banifli'd flies the place, 
Curft pride, the drefs of hell. Tell me, Urania, 
How her joys heighten, and her golden hours 
Circle in love. O ftamp upon my foul 
Some blifsful image of the fair deceasM 
To call my paifions and my eyes afide 
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From tfie dear brea^lefs clay, diftrdfing fighn 
I look and mourp and gaze with greedy view 
Pf melancholy foudnefs : Tears bedewing 
That form Co late defir*dy fo late belovM, 
Now loathfome and unlovely. Bafe difeafe. 
That leaguM with nature's fliarpeft pains, and fpoilM 
So fweet a ftrudure 1 The impoifoning taint 
Orfpreads the building wrought with (kill divinei 
And ruins the rich temple to the duft I 

Was this the countenance, where the world admir'd 
Features of wit and virtue ? This the face 
Where love triurophM ? and beauty on thefe cheekti 
As on a throne, beneath her radiant eyes 
Was feated to advantage; mild, ferenc^ 
Reflefting rofy light ? So fits the fun 
(Fair eye of heaven !) upon a crimfon cloud 
Near the horizon, and with gentle ray 
Smiles lovely round the flcy, till rifmg fogs. 
Portending night, with foul and heavy wing 
Involve the golden ftar, and fink him down 
Oppreft with darknefs.— — 

On the Death of an Aged and Honoured Rela- 
tive, Mrs. M. W. July 13, 1693. 

T Know the kindred-mind. 'Tis fhe, 'tis fliej 

** Arponsj the heavenly forms I fee 

The kindred-mind from fiefhly bondage fiee j 

Obow 
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O how unlike tlie thin^was lately feen 
Groaning and panting on the bed, 
With ghaftly air, and languiihM head. 
Life on this (Ide, there the dead. 

While the delaying flefh lay fhivering between. 

Long did the earthy houfe reftrain 
In toilfome flavery that ethereal gueft 5 

PrifonM her round in walls of pain. 
And twifted cramps and aches with her^hain ; 
Till by the weight of numerous days oppreft 

The earthy houfe began to reel, 
The pillars trembled, and the building fell ; 
The captive foul became her own again : 
Tir'd with the forrows and the cares, 

A tedious train of fourfcore years. 

The prifoner fniil'd to be releaft, 
She felt her fetters ioofe, and mounted to her reft. 

Gaze on, my foul, and let a perfeft view 

Paint her idea all anew 5 
Rafe out thofe meluncholy fliapes of woe 
That hang around the memory, and bcclpud it fo. 
Come Fancy, come, with eUences refined. 

With youthful green, and fpotlefs white j 
Deep be the tinfture, and the colours bright 
T' cxprefs the beauties of a naked mind. 

Provide no glooms to form a (liade ; 
All things above of varyM light are made. 
Nor can the heavenly piece require a mortal aid. 

U 2 But 
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But if the features too divine 
Beyond the power of fancy (hine. 
Conceal th^ inimitable ftrokes behind a graceful 

Defcrlbe the faint from head to feet. 
Make all the lines in juft proportion meet ; 
But let her pofture be 
Filling a chair of high degi-ee 5 
Obferve how near it ftands to the Almighty fe 

Paint the n^w graces of her eyes ; 
Frefli in her looks let fprightly youth arife. 
And joys unknown below the (kies* 
Virtue, that lives concealM below. 

And to the breaft confinM, 
Sits here triumphant on the brow. 
And breaks with radiant glories through 

The features of the mind. 
Exprefs her pafTion ftill the fame. 

But more divinely fweet j 
Love has an everlading flame. 
And makes the work complete. 

The painter Mufe with glancing eye 
Obferv'd a manly fpirit nigh*, 

* My grandfather Mr. Thomas Watts had 
acquaintance with the mathematicks, painting 
fie, and poefy, &c. as gave him confiderabJe • 
among his contemporaries. He was command* 
ftnp of war 1656, and by blowing up of the i 
the Dutch war he was drowned in his youth. 
5 
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That death had long disjoin'd : 

«* In the fair tablet they (hall ftand 

** United by a happier band :*' 
She fald, and fixM her fight, and drew the manly mind* 
Recount the years, my fong, (a mournful round !) 

Since he was feen on earth no more :. 

He fought in lower feas and drown'd j 

But victory and peace he found 
On the fuperior fhore. 
There now his tuneful breath in facred fongs 
Employs the European and the Eaftern tongues. 

Let th' awful truncheon and the flute. 

The pencil and the well-known lute. 

Powerful numbers, charming vvit. 

And every art and fcience meet, [feet. 

And bring their laurels to his hand, or lay them at his 

'Tis done. What beams of glory fall 

(Rich varnifh of immortal art) 

To gild the bright original ! 
'i;^ls done. Th^ Mufe has now performed her part. 
Bringdown the piece, Urania, from above, 

And let my Honour and my Love 
Prefs it with chains of gold to hang upon my heart* 



U t A Fune- 
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A Funeral Poem on the Death of Thomas 
G u N s T o N, Efq; prefented to the Right 
Honourable the Lady Abney, Lady-Mayorcfs 
of London. 

July 1 70 1. 

M A D A M^ 

TT A D I been a common mourner at the fuiieral of 
-■' •*■ the dear gentleman deceafed, I fhould have la- 
boured after more of art in the following compofition, 
to fupply the defcft of nature, and to feign a forrow; 
but the uncommon condelcenHon of his friendfhip to 
me, the inward efteem I pay his memory, and the vaft 
and tender fenfe I have of the lofs, make all the me- 
thods of art needlefs, whilft natural grief fupplies more 
than all. 

I had refolved indeed to lament in (ighs and iileace, 
and frequently checked the too forward Mufc : but 
the importunity was not to be refifted ; long lines of 
forrow flowed in upon me ere I was aware, whilft I 
took many a folitary walk in the garden adjoining to 
his feat at Newington 5 nor could I free myfclf from 
the crowd of melancholy ideas. Your ladyfhip will 
find throughout the poem, that the fair and unfiniflied 
building which he had juft raifed for himfelf, gave al- 
moft all the turns of mourning to my thoughts j for I 
purfue no other topics of elegy than what my paflioD 
and my fenfcs led me to. 

The 
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The poem raves, as my eyes and grief did, from 
one part of the fabrick to the other : It rifes from the 
foundatron, falutes the walls, the doors, and the win- 
dows, drops a tear upon the roof, and climbs the tur- 
ret, that pleafant retreat, where I pronnifed myfelf 
many fweet hours of his converfation ; there my fong 
wanders amongft the delightful fubjefts divine and 
moral, which ufed to entertain our happy leiAire j and 
thence defcends to the fields and the (hady walks, ^here 
I fo often enjoyed his pleafing dilcourfe j my forrows 
difFufe themfelves there without a limit i I had quite 
forgotten all fcheme and method of writing, tili I cor- 
rcft myfelf, and rife to the turret again to lament that 
defolate feat. Now if the critics laugh at the folly of 
the Mufe for taking too much notice of the golden ball, 
let them confider that the meaneft thing that belonged 
to fo valuable a perfon ftill gave fome frefh and doleful 
reflcftions : And I tranfcribe nature without rule, and 
rcprefent friendfliip in a mourning drefs, abandoned to 
deeped forrow, and with a negligence becoming woe 
unfeigned. 

Had I defigned a compleat elegy, Madam, on your 
deareft brother, and intended it for public view, I (hould 
have followed the ufual forms of poetry, fo far at leaft, 
as to fpend fome pages in the charaftcr and praifes of 
the deceafed, and thence have taken occafion^ to call 
mankind to complain aloud of the univerfal and un- 
fpeakable lofs i But I wrote merely for myfelf as a 
&iend of the dead, and to eafe my full foul by breath - 
U 4. ing 
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ing out my own complaints ; I knew his chara6ler and 

virtues Co well, that there was no need to mention them 

while I talked only with myfelf j for the image of them 

was ever prefent with me, which kept the pain at the 

heart intenfe and lively, and my tears flowing with my 

verfe. 

Perhaps your ladydiip will expe6l fome divine 
thoughts and facred meditations, mingled with a Tub- 
]edi fo folemn as this is : Had I formed a dedgn of 
offering it to your hands, I had compofed a more chrif- 
tian poem j but it was grief purely natural for a death fo 
furprizing that drew all the ftrokes of it, and therefore 
my refie6lions are chiei^y of a moral ftrain. Such as it 
is, your ladyfliip requires a copy of it j but let it not 
touch your foul too tenderly, nor renew your own 
mournings. Receive it, madam, as an oflfering of love 
and tears at the tomb of a departed friend, and let it 
abide with you as a witnefs of that affeflionate refpe^ 
and honour that I bore him ; all which, as your lady- 
flilp's moft rightful due, both by merit and by fuc- 
ceiHon, is now humbly offered, by. 

Madam, 

Your ladyfhip's moft hearty 

and obedient fervant, 

I. WATTS. 



To 
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To the dear Memory of my honoured Friend, 
Thomas Gunston, Efq; 

Who died Nov. 11, 1700, when he had juft finiftied 
his Seat at Newington. 

/^F blafted hopes, and of fliort withering joj'S, 

^^ Sing, heavenly Mufe, Try thine ethereal voice 

In funeral numbers and a doleful fong j 

Gunfton the jnft, the generous, and the young, 

Gunllon the friend is dead. O empty name 

Of earthly biifs ! 'tis all an airy dream. 

All a vain thought ! Our foa»ing fancies rife 

On treacherous wings ! and hopes that touch the (kics 

Drag but a longer ruin through the downward air. 

And plunge the falling joy ftill deeper in defpair. 

How did our fouls (land flatter'd and prepared 
To fliout him welcome to the feat he rcar'd ! 
There tlie dear man Ihould fee his hopes complete. 
Smiling, and talking every lawful fweet 
That peace and plenty brings, while numerous years 
Circling delightful play'd around the fpheres-: 
Rcvovling iuns fhould ftill renew his ftrength. 
And draw the uncommon thread to an unufual length. 
But hady fate thrufts her dread (hears between. 
Cuts the young life off, and (huts up the fcene. 
Thus airy Pleafure dances in our eyes. 
And fpreads falfe images in fair difguife, 

T* 
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T' allure our fouls, till juft within our arms 
The vificn dies, and all the painted charms 
Flee quick away from the purfuing fight. 
Till they are loft in fliades> and mingle with the night. 

Mufe, ftretch thy wings, and thy fad journey bend 
To the fair Fabrick that thy dying friend 
Built namelefs : ^twill fuggeft a thoufand things 
Mournful and foft as my Urania fings. 

How did he lay the deep Foundations ftrong, 
Markings the bounds, and rear the Walls along 
Solid and lafting ; there a numerous train 
Of happy Gunftons might in pleafure reign. 
While nations perifh, and long ages run, 
Nations unborn, and ages unbegun t 
Not time itfelf (hoold wafte the bleft eftate, 
Nor the tenth race rebuild the ancient feat. 
How fond our fancies are ! The founder dies 
Chiidlefsj his fifters weep and clofe his eyes. 
And wait upon his hearfe with ncver-ceafing cries 
Lefty and flow it moves to meet the tomb. 
While weighty forrow nods on ev.ery plume ; 
A thoufand groans his dear remains convey. 
To ijis cold lodging in a bed of clay, 
His country's facred teai*s well-watering all the way 
See ^he dull wheels roll on the fable road $ 
But no dear fon to tread the mournful load. 
And fondly kind drop his young forrows there. 
The father's urn bedewing with a filial tear. 

Ohad 
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O had he left us One behind, to play 
Wanton about the painted Hall, and fay, 
** This wasmy father's,'" with impatient joy 
In my fond arms I 'd clafp the fmiling boy, 
And call him my young friend : but awful fate, 
Defign'd the mighty ftroke as lafting as 'twas great. 

And muft this building then, this coftly frame. 
Stand here for ftrangers ? Muft fomc unknown name, 
Poffefs thefe Rooms, the labours of my friend ? 
Why were thefe walls rais'd for this haplefs end ? 
Why thefe Apartments all adom'd fo gay ? 
Why his rich fancy lavifh'd thus away ? 
Mufe, view the Paintings, how the hovering light 
Plays o'er the colours in a wanton flight. 
And mingled (liades wrpught in by foft degrees. 
Give a fweet foil to all the charming piece j 
But night, eternal night, hangs black around 
The difmal chambers of the hollow ground. 
And folid ihades unmingled round his bed 
Stand hideous : Earthy fogs embrace his head. 
And noifome vapours glide along his face 
Rifing perpetual. Mufe, forfake the place. 
Flee the raw damps of the unwholefome clay. 
Look to his ^iry fpacious Hall, and fay, 
" How has he chang'd it for a loneibme cave, 
" Confined and crowded in a narrow grave '/' 

Th' unhappy houfe, looks defolate and mourns. 
And every door groans doleful as it turns j 

The 
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The pillars languifh j' and each lofty wall 
Stately in grief, laments the mafter's fall. 
In drops of briny dew j the fabrick bears 
His faint rcfemblance, and renews my tears. 
Solid and fquare it riles from below : 
A noble air without a gaudy (how 
Reigns through the model, and adorns the whole^ 
Manly and plain. Such was the builder^s foul. 

O hpw I love to view the (lately frame, 
That dear memorial of the beft lovM name ! 
Then could I wi(h for fome prodigious cave 
Vaft as his feat, and filent as his grave. 
Where the tall (hades ftretch to the hideous roof. 
Forbid the day, and guard the fun-beamd off; 
Thither, my willing feet, (hould ye be drawn 
At the grey twilight, and the early dawn. 
There fweetly fad fhould my foft minutes roll, 
Numbering the forrows of my drooping foul. 
But thefe are airy thoughts ! fubftantial grief 
Grows by thofe objefts that (hould yield relief j 
Fond of my woes, I heave my eyes around. 
My giicf fiom every profpeft courts a wound ; 
Views the green gardens, views the fmiling (kies. 
Still my heart finks, and (till my cares arire ; 
My wandering feet round the fair manfion rove. 
And there to footh my forrows I indulge my love. 

Oft have I laid the awful Calvin by, 
And the fweet Cowley, with impatient eye 
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To fee thofe walls, pay the fad vifit there. 
And drop the tribute of an hourly tear : 
Still I behold fome melancholy fccne, 
With many a penfive thought, and many a figh between. 
Two days ago we took the evening air, 
I, and my grief, and my Urania there j 
Say, my Urania, how the weftern fun 
Broke from black clouds, and in full glory Ihone 
Gilding the roof, then dropt into the fea. 
And fudden night devoured the fweet remains of day | 
Thus the bright youth juft rear'd his fhining head 
From obfcure fliaJes of life, and funk among the dead» 
The rifing fun adorn'd with all his light 
Smiles on thefe walls again : but endlefs night 
Reigns uncontrord where the dear Gunfton lies. 
He 's (et for ever, and mud never rife. 
Then why thefe beams, unfeafonable ftar, 
Thefe lightfome fmilcs defcending from afar. 
To greet a mourning houfe ? In vain the day 
Breaks through the windows with a joyful ray, 
And marks a (})ining path along the floors 
Bounding the evening and the morning hours j 
In vain it bounds them : while vaft emptinefs 
Ajid hollow filence reigns through all the place. 
Nor heeds the chearful change of nature's face. 
Yet nature's wheels will on without control, 
The fun will rife, the tuneful fpheres will roll, 
And the two nightly Bears walk round and watch ] 
the pole. 

Set 
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See while I fpeak, high on her fable wheel 
Old night advancing climbs the eaftern hill : 
Troops of dark clouds prepare her way ; behold^ 
How their brown pinions edg*d with evening gold 
Spread (hadowing o*er the houfe, and glide away 
Slowly purfuing the declining day ; 
O'er the broad Roof they fly their circuit ftill. 
Thus days before they did, and days to come they will j 
But the black cloud that (hadows o'er his eyes. 
Hangs there unmoveable, and never flies : 
. Fain would I bid the envious gloom be gone ; ^ 

Ah fruitlefs wifh ! how are his curtains drawn > 

For a long evening that defpairs the dawn ! J 

Mufe, view the Turret: juft beneath the Ikies 
Lonefome it ftands, and fixes my fad eyes. 
As it would afk a tear. O {acred feat 
Sacred to friendfliip ! O divine retreat ! 
Here did I hope my happy hours t' employ. 
And fed before-hand on the promis'd joy. 
When weary of the noify town, my friend 
From mortal cares retiring, fhould afcend 
And lead me thither. We alone would fit 
Free and fecure of all intruding feet : 
Our thoughts (hould ftretch their longeft wings, andrifci 
Nor bound their foarings by the lower ikies : 
Our tongues fhould aim at everlafting themes. 
And fpeak what mortals dai*e, of all the names 
Of boundlefs joys and glories, thrones and feats 
luiit high in heaven for fouls : We M trace the fireet* 

Of 
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Of golden pavement, walk each blifsful field. 
And climb and tafte the fruits the fpicy mountains yield i 
Then would we fwear to keep the facred road. 
And walk right upwards to that bleft abode : 
We M charge our parting fpirits there to meet. 
There hand in hand approach tlr Almighty feat. 
And bend our heads adoring at our Maker^s feet. 
Thus fhould we mount on bold adventurous wings 
In hig^ difcourfe, and dwell on heavenly things. 
While the pleas'd hours in.fwcet fucceiEon move. 
And minutes meafur'd, as they are above. 
By ever-cirling joys, and ever-lhining love. 



] 



I 



Anon our thoughts Ihould lower their lofty flight. 
Sink by degrees, and take a pleafing fight, 
A large round profpefl: of the fpreading plain. 
The wealthy river, and his winding train. 
The fmoky city, and the bufy men. 
How we fiiould fmile to fee degenerate worms 
Lavifii their lives, and fight for airy forms 
Of painted honour, dreams of empty (bund 
Till envy rife, and (hoot a fecond wound 
At fweliing glory, ftrait the bubble breaks, 
And the fcenes vaniih, as the man awakes ^ 
Then the tall titles infolent and proud 
Sink to the duft, and mingle with the crowd. 

Man is a reftlefs thing : Still vain and wild. 
Lives beyond fixty, nor outgrows the child : 

Hit 
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His hurrying lufts ftill break the facrcd bouni 
To feek new pleafures on forbidden ground, 
And buy them all too dear. Unthinking fool, 
For a fliort dying joy to fell a deaihlefs foul ! 
'Tis but a grain of fweetnefs they can fow, 
And reap the long fad harveft of immortal woe. 

Another tribe toil in a different ftnfe, 
And banifli all the lawful fweets of life, 
To fweat and dig for gold, to hoard the ore. 
Hide the dear duft yet darker than before, 
And never dare to ufe a grain of all the llore. 

Happy the man that knows the value juft 
Of earthly things, nor is endavM to duft. 
'Tis a rich gift the ikies but rarely fend 
To favourite fouls. Then happy thou, my friend. 
For thou hadft learnt to manage and command 
The wealth that heaven beftow'd with liberal hand : 
Hence this fair ftrufture rofe; and hence this feat 
Made to invite my not unwilling feet : 
In vain "twas made I for we fhail never meet, 
And fmib, and love, and blefs each other here. 
The envious tomb forbids thy face V appear, 
Detains thee, Gunfton, from my long«ng eyes, 
And all my hopes lie buryM, where my Gun Hon lies. 

Come hither, all yc tendered fouls, that know 
The heights ot' fondnefs, and the depths of woe. 
Young inothc:;, who your darling babes have found 
Uniimcly muidcr'd with a ghaftly wound j 

Ye 
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Ye frighted nymphs, who on the bridal bed 
Clafp'd in your arms your lovers cold and dead, 
Come ; in the pomp of all your wild defpair, 
With flowing eye-lids, and diforder'd hair. 
Death in your looks ; come, mingle grief with me. 
And drown your little dreams in my unbounded fea. 

You facred mourners of a nobler mold, 
Bern for a friend, whofe dear embraces hold 
Beyond all nature''s ties ; you that have known 
Two happy fouls made intimately One, 
And felt a parting ftroke : *Tis you muft tell 
The fmart, the twinges, and the racks I feel : 
This foul of mine that dreadful wound has borne, 
Off from its fide its deareft half is torn, 
The reft lies bleeding, and but lives to mourn. 
Oh infinite diftrefs ! fuch raging grief 
Should command pity, and defpair relief. 
Paflion, methinks, fliould rife from all my groans. 
Give fenfe to rocks, and fympathy to ftones. 

Yc duiky Woods and echoing Hills around. 
Repeat my cries with a pei*petual found : 
Be all ye flowery Vales with thorns overgrown, 
Afilft my forrows, and declare your own j 
Alas ! your lord is dead. The humble plain 
Muft ne'er receive his courteous feet again : 
Mourn, ye gay fmiling meadows, and be feen 
In wintery robes, inftead of youthful green j 
And bid the Brook, that ftill runs warbling by. 
Move filent on, and weep his ufekfs channel dry. 



1 
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Hither methinks the lowing herd ftiould come, 
And moaning turtles murmur o*er his tomb ; 
The oak (hall wither, and the curling vine 
Weep his young life out, while his arms untwine 
Their amorous folds, and mix his bleeding foul 'with 

mine. * 

Ye ftately elms, in your long order mourn • j 
Strip off your pride, to drefs your mafter*s urn : 
Here gently drop your leaves inftead of tears : 
Ye elms, the reverend growth of ancient years, 
Stand tall and naked to the bluftering rage 
Of the mad winds i thus it becomes your age 
To (hew your forrows. Often ye have fcen 
Our heads reclin'd upon the rifiug green ; 
Beneath your facred (hade diflfus^d we lay, 
liere friendfl^ip reign'd with an unbounded fway: 
Hither our fouls their conlbnt offerings brought, 
The burthens of the breaft, and labours of* the thought j 
Our opening bofoir.s on the confcious ground 
Spread all the iorrows and the joys we found. 
And mingled every care ; nor was it known 
Which of the pains and j>leafures were our own ; 
Then with an equal hand and honeft foul 1 

We (hare the heap, yet both po(refs the whole, f 

And all the psfllons there through both our bofoms roll. J 
liy turns we comfort, and by turns complain. 
And bear and eafe by turns the fympathy of pain. 

^ There was a long row of tall elms then (landing 
^Jiere fome years siltev Ui<^\^>«\;\ ^^'owas made. 
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Frier.dflilp ! myfterious thing, what magic powers 
Support thy fway, and charm thefe minds of ours ? 
Bound to thy foot wc boaft our birth-right Hill, 
And dream of freedom, when we've loft our will. 
And chang'd away our fouls : At thy command, 
We fnatch new miferies from a foreign hand, 
To call them ours j and, thoughtlefs of our eafe. 
Plague the dear felf that we were born to pleafe. 
Thou .t)Tannefs of minds, whofe cruel throne 
Heap on poor mortals forrows not their own j 
As though our mother nature could no more 
Find woes fufficicnt for each Ton fhe bore, 
Fricndlhip divides the iiiares, and lengthens out the 

ftore. 
Yet we are fond of thine imperious reign, 
Proud of thy flavery, wanton in our pain, 
And chide the courteous hand when death di/Tolves 

the chain. 



} 
1 



Virtue, forgive the thought! the raving Mufe 
Wild and defpairing knows not what (he does. 
Grows mad in grief, and in her favage hours 
Affronts the name flie loves and fhe adores. 
She is thy votarefs too; and at thy Hnine, 
O facrtd Friendfhip, offcr'd fongs divine. 
While Gunfton li;\l, and both our fouls were thine. 
Here to thefe fliades at folemn hours we came, 
To pay devotion with a mutual flame. 
Partners in blifs. Sweet luxury of the mind ! 
And fweet the aids of fenfe I Each ruder wind 



I 
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Slept in its caverns, while an evening brceye 
FannM the leaves gently, fporting through the trees : 
The linnet and the lark their vcfpers fung, 
And clouds of crirafon o'er th' horizon hung 5 
The dow-declining fun with Hoping wheels 
Sunk dow2 the golden day behind the wcftcrn hills. 

Mourn, ye yorung gardens, ye unfinifh'd gates, 
Ye green inclofures, and ye growing fwcets. 
Lament ; for ye our midnight boors have known. 
And watcird us walking by the filent moon 
Id conference divine, while heavenly fire 
Kindling our breads did all our thoughts infpire 
With joys almoft immortal ; then our xeal 
£laz*d and burnt high to reach th* ethereal hill, 
And love refin'd, like that above the poles. 
Threw both our arms round one another's foulf 
In rapture'and embraces. Oh forbear. 
Forbear, my fong ! this is too much to hear. 
Too dreadful to repeat j fuch joys as thefe 
Fled from the earth for ever ! — — 

Oh for a general grief I let all things (hare 
Our woes, that knew our loves : The neighbouring a 
Let it be laden with immortal (ighs. 
And tell the gales, that every breath that fliei 
Over thcfe fields fhould murmur and complain. 
And kifs the fading grafs, and propagate the pain. 
Weep all yc buildings, and the groves around 
For ever weep ; this is an cndlefs wound, 
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Vaft and incurable. Ye buildings knew 
His filver tonj;«e, ye groves have heard it too : 
At that dear Ibund no more fhall ye rejoice, 
And I no more muil hear the ch.irming voice : 
Woe to my drooping foul ! that heavenly breath. 
That could fpeak life, lies now congealed in death; 
While on his folded lips all cold and pale 
Eternal chains and heavy filence dwell. 

Yet ray fond hope would hear him fpeak again^ 
Once more at leaft, one gentle word, and then 
Gunilon aloud I call : In vain I cry 
Gunfton aloud ; for he muft ne'er reply. 
In vain I mourn, and drop thefe funeral tear*. 
Death and the grave have neither eyes nor ears : 
Wandering I tune my forrows to the groves, 
And vent my fwelling griefs, and tell the winds our loves; 
While the dear youth fleeps faft, and hears them not ; 
He hath forgot me : In the lonefomc vault 
Mlndlefs of Watts and Friendlhip, cold he lies 
Deaf and unthinking clay. 

But whither am I led ? This artlcfs grief 
Hurries the Mufe on, obdlnate and deaf 
To all the nicer rules, and beajs ht:r down 
F^rom the tall fabrick to the neighbouring ground 
The pleafing hours, the happy moments palt 
In thefc fvvect fields reviving on my taftc 
Snatch me away refiftlefs with impetuou? haftc. 

X 3 Spread 



\ 
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Spread thy ftrong pinions once again, my forg. 

And reach the Turret thou haft left Co long : 

O'er the wide roof its lofty head it r?ars. 

Long waiting our converfe ; but only hears 

The noify tumults of the realms on high j 

The winds fahite it whittling as they fly. 

Or jarring round the windows ; rattling (bowers 

Lafh the fair fides ; above, loud thunder roars ; 

But ftill the mafter Aeeps; nor hears the voice 

Of lacrcd fi iendfhip, nor the tempeft^s noife : 

An iron flumber fits on every fenfe. 

In vain the heavenly thunders ftrive to rouze it thence. 

One ]ab(Mr more, my Mufe, the golden Sphere 
Seems to demand : See through the dulky air 
Downward it fhines upon the rifing moon ; 
And, as (he labours up to reach her noon, 
Purfues her orb with repcrcuffive light, 
And ftreaming gold repays the paler beams of night : 
15 ut not one ray can reach the darkfome grave. 
Or pierce the felid gloom that fills the cave 
Where Gunfton dwells in death. Behold it flames 
Like fome new meteor with dlfFufive beams 
Through the mid-heaven, and overcomes the ftars; 
•* So fhines thy Gunfton's foul above the fpheres," 
Raphiel replies and wipes away my tears. 
«* VVc Taw the flefh fink down with clofing eyes, 
«* Wc heard thy grief (hriek out, He dies, He dies, 
*• Miftaken grief ! to call the flefh the friend ! 
** On our fair wings did \Vvt Vin^Kt ^-outh afcend, 

5 " ^"^^ 
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** All heaven embraced him with immortal love, 

** And fung his welcome to the courts above. 

*« Gentle Ithuriel led him round the (kies, 

" The buildings ftnxck him with immenft furprize ; 

** The fpires all radiant, and the manfions bright, 

** The roof high-vaulted with ethereal light : 

** Beauty and flrength on the tall bulwarks fate 

*• In heavenly diamond j and for every gate 

** On golden hinges a broad ruby turns, 

*' Guards oft the foe, and as it moves it burns j 

** Millions of glories reign through every part j 

*' Infinite power, and uncreated art, 

« Stand here difplay'd, and to the ftranger flww 

«* How it out-lhines the nobleft feats belov/. 

** The ftranger fed his gazing powers awhile 

*« Tranfported : Then, with a regardlefs fmile, 

** Glanced his eye downward through the cryftal floor, 

** And took eternal leave of what he built before." 



Now, fair Urania, leave the doleful ftrain j 
Kaphaei commands : Affume thy joys again. 
In everlafting numbers fing, and fay, 
** Gunfton has mov'd his dwelling to the realms of day . 
«' Gunfton the friend lives ftill : And give thy groans 
** away." 



} 
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An ELEGY on Mr. THOMAS GOUGE. 
To Mr. Arthur Shallet, Merchant, 
Worthy Sir, 

'npHE fubjcfl of the following elegy was high in 
"^ your efteem, and enjoyed a large (hare of your 
affeflions. Scarce doth his memory need the afiiftance 
of the Mufe to make it perpetual j but when (he can at 
once pay her honours to the venerable dead> and by 
this addrefs acknowledge the favours (he has received 
from the living, it is a double pleafure tOy 

SIR, 

Your obliged humble fervant, 
I. WATTS. 



To the Memory of the Rev*^. Mr Thomas 
Gouge, who died Jan. 8th, i||g. 

XZE virgin fouls, whofe fweet complaint 
■ * Could teach Eu-pbrates * not to flow. 
Could Sion's ruin fo divinely paint, 

ArrayM in beauty and in woe : 

Awake, ye virgin fouls, to mourn. 
And with your tuneful forrows drefs a prophn^s urn. 
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could my lips or flowing eyes 
But imitate fuch charming grief, 

1 *d teach the Teas, and teach the ikies, 
Wailings, and fobs, and fympathies, 
Nor fliould the ftones or rocks be deaf; 
Rocks fhall have eyes, and ftones have ears, 

While Gouge's death is mourn'd in melody and tears. 

Heaven was Impatient of our crimes. 

And ient his minifter of death 
To fcourge the bold rebellion of the times. 
And to demand our prophet's breath ; 

He came comitiifiion'd for the Fates 

Of awful Mead, and charming Bates | 

There he eflay'd the vengeance firft. 
Then took a difmal aim, and brought great Gouge to duft. 

Great Gouge to duft I how doleful is the found ! 
How vaft the ftroke is ! and how wide the wound ! 

Oh painful ftrokt! diftrefling death ! 
A wound unmeafurably wlile 
No vulgar mortal dy'd 
When he refign'd his breath. 
The Mufe that mourns a nation's fall. 
Should wait at Qouge's funeral. 
Should mingle majtrily and groans. 
Such as ihe dngs to finking thrones. 
And in deep founding numbers tell. 
How Sion trembled, when this pillar fell. 

Sion 
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Sion grows weak, anU England poor. 
Nature herfetf, with ail her ftore. 
Can iurnifh fuch a pomp for dcaib no more* 

The reverend man let all things mourn } 

Sure he was fome aethereal mind> 

Fated in fleih to be confiuM, 
And ordefd to be born. 
His foul was of th' angelic frame, 
The fame ingredients, and the mold the fame. 
When the Creator makes a minifter of flame. 

He was all formM of heavenly things. 
Mortals, believe what my Urania iings. 
For (he has fcen htm rife upon his flamy wings. 

How would he mount, how would he fly 
Up through the ocean of the fl:y, 

Tow'rd the celeftial coaft ! 
With what amazing fwiftnefs foar 
Till earth's dark ball was feen no more. 

And all its mountains loft ! 
Scarce could the Mufe purfue him with her fight : 

But, angels, you can tell. 
For oft you met his wondrous flight. 

And knew the ftranger well ; • 
Say, how he paft the radiant fpheres. 
And vifiteJ your happy feats. 
And tracM the well-known turnings of the golden ftrecl 

And walk'd among the ftars, 

Td 
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Tell how he climbM the cverlafting hills 

Surveying all the realms above, 
Borne on a ftrong-wingM faith, and on the fiery wheels 
Of an immortal love. 
'Twas there he took a glorious (ight 
Of the inheritance of faints in light. 
And read their title in their Saviour's right. 
How oft the humble fcholar came, 
And to your fongs he rais'd his ears 
To learn th' unutterable name^ 
To view th' eternal bafe that bearSy 

The new creation's frame. 
The countenance of God he faw. 
Full of mercy : full of awe. 
The glories of his power, and glories of his ^racc: 
There he beheld the wondrous fprings 

Of thofe celeftial facred things. 
The peaceful gofpel, and the fiery law 

In that majcftic face. 
That face did all his gazing powers employ. 
With mod profound, abafement and exalted joy. 
The rolls of fate were half unfeal'd. 

He ftood adoring by j 
The volume open'd to his eye. 
And fwect intelligence he held 
With all his fhining kindred of the iky. 

Ye feraphs that furround the throne, 
Tell how his name was through the pilace known. 
How warm his zeal was, and how like ^ouv ^i^wxv \ 
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Spak. T i.'.Tii^. Le£ ozlf cie sotioo hear, 
A.iii bciii buu'jjce-.ncrs ihrink and fear • : 

Innnvleit ^a^at* I ta bii^ a prophet's name I 

Tbc 3ci:cn 'srz was ft:tcH"d fro*.ii hell, 
Waere the oid bLiipheniers dweli» 

Ta riiiirr fie pnr;4 daft, and blot the whiteft fame I 

Lnntiiienc -gi-ga^ I Yoa fhculd be darted through, 
NjiTi ZQ Tooroam black iKic::ths» and lie 
ir^I^3 2nd deaJ tili tbnder die^ 
Till tT-rmfrr die with yoa. 

<« We tav ainiy (aid th" ethereal throng* 
«> We larv his warm devotions rife, 
«> Wc heard the fcrroarof his cries, 

•• And m:z*d his praifes with our long t 
" We knew the focret flights of his retiring hours, 

«* Si Ttitiy fee wak.'d h:s inward powers, 
«« Vour.g Ifrscl roie to wreftle with his Goil, 
«' And with uRconqner'd force (cal'd thccelcftial towtn 
*' To reach the bleiling down for ihofe that fought hi 
" b!ccd. 

** Oft we ''^ehrld the thunderer's hand 

** KaisM high to cmih the fa^ious foe 5 
•* As oft we faw the rolling vengeance ftand 

*♦ Doubtful t' obtry the dread command, 
•* While his afcending prayer upheld the falling blow/ 

Draw the paft fcenes of thy delight, 
My Mufe, and bring the wondrous m2n to fight. 

• Though he was fo gr^at and good a man, he did 
uot efc ape cet\tuve. 
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Place him furrounded as he flood 

With pious crowds, while from his tongue 
A dream of harmony ran foft along, 
And every year drank, in the flowing good : 

Softly it ran its filver way, 
Till warm devotion raised the Current ttrong: 
Then fervid zeal on the fweet deluge rode, 

Life, love and glory, grace and joy. 
Divinely roird promifcuous on the torrent-flood. 
And bore our raptured fenfe away, and thoughts and 
fouls to God. 

O might we dwell for ever there I 
No more return to breathe this grofier air, 
This atmofphere of fin, calamity, and care. 

But heavenly fcenes foon leave the fight 

While we belong to clay, 
PaOions of terror and delight. 

Demand alternate fway. 

Behold the man, whofe awful voice 

Could well proclaim the fiery law, 

Kindle the flames that Mofes faw, 

i\nd fwell the trumpet's warlike noife. 
He ftands the herald of the threatening (kics, 
Lo, on his reverend brow the frowns divinely rife. 
All Sinai's thunder on his tongue, and lightning jn 
eyes. 

Round the high roof the curfes flew 

Diftinguifliing each guilty head, 
far from th' unequal war the atheift fled. 
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His kindled arrows ftill purfue. 

His arrows ftrike the athei/l through. 
And o'er his inmoft powers a flniddering hon'or fpread. 
The marble heart groans with an inward wound j 

Blafpheming fouls of hardened fteel 
Shriek out amaz'd at the new pangs they feel. 

And dread the echoes of the found. 

The lofty wretch arm'd and arrayM 
In gaudy pride finks down his impious head. 
Plunges in dark defpair, and mingles with the dead. 

Now, Mufe, afltime a fofter drain, • 

Now footh the finncr*s raging fmart. 

Borrow of Gouge the wondrous art 
To calm the furgingconfcience, and afifwage the pain j 

He from a bleeding God derives 

Life for the fouls that guilt had (lain, 

Ai^d ftrait the dying rebel lives, 
The dead arife again ; 

The opening Hcies almoll obey 

His powerful fong ; a hcavenlv rar 
Awakes dtffpair to light', and (he^'s a chearful day. 

His wondrous voice rolls back the fpaercs, 

Recalls the fcenes of ancient years. 
To make the Saviour known j 

Sweetly the flying charme;- roves 

Through all his labours and his loves. 
The anguifh of his crofs, and triumphs of his throne * 



Come, he invites our feet to try 
Tlie deep afcenl o^ CaXvi^xv, 



Wv 
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And fets the fatal tree before our eye : 
See here celeftlal forrow reigrts ; 
Rude nails and ragged thorns lay by, 
Ting'd with the crimfon of redeeming veins. 
In wondrous words he fung the yital flood 
Where all our fins were drown'd, 
Words fit to heal and fit to wound. 
Sharp as the fpear, and balmy as the bIood« 
In his difcourfe divine 
Afrefh the purple fountain flow'd 5 
Our falling tears kept fympathetic time, 
And trickled to the ground. 
While every accent gave a doleful found, 
Sad as the breaking heart-ftrings of th' expiring Cod. 

Down to the manfions of the dead, 
Wiih trembling joy our fouls are led. 

The captives of his tongue ; 
There the dear prince of light reclines his head 

Darknefs and (hades among. 
With pleafing horror wefurvey 

The caverns of the tomb. 
Where the belov'd Redeemer lay. 

And fhed a fweet perfume. 
Hark, the old eanhquake roars again 
In Gouge's voice, and breaks the chain 
Of heavy death, and rends the tombs : 
The rifing God ! he comes, he comes. 
With throngs of waking faints, a long triumjiung hraln. 

bee 
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See the bright fquadrons of ffie iky, 
liownward on wings of joy and halte they fly. 
Meet their returning fovereign, and attend him high. 
A fliining car the conquerer fills, 
FormM of a golden cloud ; 
Slowly the pomp moves up the azure hills. 

Old Satan foams and yells aloud. 
And gnaws th' eternal hrafs that binds him to the wheels. 
The opening gates of blifs receive their King, 

The Father-God finiles on his Son, 
Pays him the honours he has won, 
The lofty thrones adore, and little cherubt fing. 
Behold him on his native throne. 
Glory fits faft upon his head ; 
DrefsM in new light, and beamy robes. 
His hand roUs-on the feafons, and the ftiining globes, 
And fways the living worlds, and regions of the dead. 

Govge was his envoy to the realm below, 
Vaft was his truH, and great his (kill. 

Bright the credentials he could (how. 
And thoufands own'd the fcal. 

His hallow'd lips could well impart 

The grace, the promife, and command : 
He knew the pity of Immanuel's heart. 
And terrors of Jehovah's hand. 

How did our fouls ilart out, to hear 

The embalHes of love he bare, 

While every car in i*aptur£ hung 
Upon the charming viowdcv^ of his tongue ! 
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Life 's bufy cares a facred filence bound. 

Attention ftood with all her powers. 

With fixed eyes and awe profound, 

ChainM to the pleafure of the found. 

Nor knew the flying hours. 

But O n^y everlafting grief ! 
Heaven has recalPd his envoy from our eyes. 

Hence deluges of forrow rife. 

Nor hope th' impoflible relief. 

Ye remnants of the facred tribe 

Who feel the lofs, come fliare the fraart. 

And mix your groans with mine : \ 

Where is the tongue that can defcribe 

Infinite things with equal art. 
Or language fo divine ? 

Our pafRons want the heavenly flame. 
Almighty Love breathes faintly in our fongs, 
And awful threatenings languifh on our tongues ; 

Howe is a great but fmgle name : 
Amidft the crowd he (lands alone ; 
Stands yet, but with his flarry pinions on, 
I>rcfl for the flight, and ready to be gone. 

Eternal God, command his flay, 

Stretch the dear months of his delay 5 
O we could wifh his age were one immortal day I 

But when the flaming chariot's come. 
And fliining guards, t' attend thy prophet home, 

Amidft a thoufand weeping eyes. 
Send an Eliilia down, a foul of equal fize. 
Or burn this worthlefs globe, and take us to the fkiei. 
Y DIVINE 
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Out of the Mouths of Babes and Sucklings 
•* thou haft perfeded Praife." 

Matt. xxi. 16.. 
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To all that are concerned in the Education of 
Children. 

My Friends, 

TT is an awful and important charge that is committed 
"^ to you. The wifdom and welfare of the fucceeding 
generation are intruded with you beforehand, and de- 
pend much on your condudl. The feeds of mifery or 
happinefs in this world, and that to come, are often- 
times fown very early 5 and therefore whatever may 
conduce to give the. minds of children a relifti for vir- 
tue and religion, ought, in the firft place, to be pro- 
pofed to you. 

Verfe was at firft defigned for the fervice of God,, 
though it hath been wretchedly abufed fmce. The an- 
cients, among the Jews and the Heathens,, taught their 
children and difciples the precepts of morality and wor- 
ship in verfe. The children of Ifrael were commanded- 
to learn the words of the fong of Mofes, Deut. xxxi^ 
i9, 30. and we are direfted in the New Teftament, 
Hot only to fing " with grace in the heart, but to teachi 
and admonifh one another by hymns and fongs," Ephef. 
V. 19. And there are thefe four advantages in it. 

I. There is a great delight in the very learning of 
truths and duties this way. There is fomething fo 
Y 3 •8.«\\i^\tv'^, 
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amufing and entertiuning in rhymes and metre, that 
will incline children to make this part of their bufmefs 
a diverfion. And you may turn their very duty into a 
reward, by giving them the privilege of learning one of 
thefe Songs every week, if they fulfil the bufinefsof the 
week well, and promifing them the book itfeif, when 
they have learnt ten or twenty fongs out of it. 

II. What is learnt in verfe, is longer retained ifl 
memory, and fooner recolle6led. The like founds, and 
the like number of fyllaWes, exceedingly aflift the re- 
membrance. And it may often happen, that the end 
of a fong running in the mind, may be an efFeftual 
means to keep off fome temptations, or to incline to 
fome duty, when a word of fcrlpture is not upon their 
thoughts. 

III. This will be a conftant furniture for the minds 
of children, that they may have fomething to think upon 
when alone, and fing over to thcmfelves. This may 
fbmetimes give their thoughts a divine turn, and raifea 
young meditation. Thus they will not be forced to 
feek relief for an emptinefs of mitid, out of the loofe 
and dangerous fonnets of the age. 

IV. Thefe Divine Songs may be a pleafant and proper 
matter for their daily or weekly worfliip, to fing one 
in the family, at fuch time as the parents or governors 
ihall appoint ; and therefore I have confined the verfe 
to the moft ufual pfalm tunes. 

Thegreateft part of this little book was compofed 

Xcfveral years ago, at the rcqucft of a friend, who has 

7 bcci 
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been long engaged in the work of catechifing a very great 
number of children of all kinds, and with abundant ikill 
and fuccefs. So that you will find here nothing that fa- 
vours of a party : The children of high and low degree, 
of the church of England or Diffenters, baptifed in infancy, 
or not, may all join together in thefe fongs. And as I 
have endeavoured to fink the language to the level of a 
child*s underftanding, and yet to keep it, if poflible, 
above contempt 5 fo I have defigned to profit all, if 
pofiUble, and oflfend none. I hope the more general the 
fenfe is, thefe compofures may be of the more univerfal 
u(e and fervice. 

I have added at the end, fomc attempts of Sonnets 
on Moral Subjects, for children, with an air of pica- 
fantry, to provoke fome fitter pen to write a little book 
of them. 

May the Almighty God make you faithful in this 
important work of education ; may he fucceed your 
cares with his abundant grace, that the rifing generation 
of Great Britain may be a glory among the nations, a 
pattern to tlie chriftian world, and a bleffing to the 
tarth. 
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SONG I. 
A general Song of Praife to G o i>^ 

r TOW glorious is our heavenly King> 
*'• "*■ Who reigns above the fky ! 
How fhall a child prefume to fing 
His dreadful majefty ? 

Hov/ great his power is, none can tell. 

Nor think how large his grace ; 
Not men below, nor faints that dwell 

On high before his face. 

Not angels that ftand round the Lord, 

Can I'earch his fecret will ? 
But they perform his heavenly word, 

And fing ins praifcs ftilL 
3 



Then 
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Then let me join this holy train. 

And my firft offerings bring 5 
Th' eternal God will not difdain 

To hear an infant fing. 

My heart refolves, my tongue obeys. 

And angels fhall rejoice, 
To hear their mighty Maker's praife 

Sound from a feeble voice. 

S O N G II. 

Praife for Creation and Providence 

T Sing th' almighty power of God, 
•^ That made the mountains rife> 
That fpread the flowing feas abroad. 
And built the lofty ikies. 

I fing the wifdom that ordain'd 

The fun to rule the day ; 
The mOon (hines full at his command. 

And all the ftars obey. 

I fing the goodnefs of the Lord, 

That fiird the earth with food ; 
He formed the creatures with his word-^ 

And then pronounced them good. 

Lord, how thy worfders are difplay'd,. 

Where'er I turn mine eye! 
If I furvey the ground I tread,, 

Or gaze upon the iky I . 
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There '« not a plant or flower below» 

But makes thy glories known ; 
And clouds arife, and tempefts blow. 

By order from thy throne. 

Creatures (as numerous as they be) 

Are fubjeft to thy care ; 
There 's not a place where we can flee. 

But God is prefent there. 

In heaven he fliines with beams of love. 

With wrath in hell beneath ! 
*Tis on his earth I ftand or move. 

And "'tis his air I breathe. 

His hand is my perpetual guard ; 

He keeps me with his eye : 
Why fhould I then forget the Lord, 

Who is for ever nigh ? 

SONG III. 

Praife to God for our Redemption. 

75 LE ST be the wifdom and the power, 
"*^ The juftice and the grace, 
That joinM in counfel to reftore. 
And fave our ruin'd race. 

Our father ate forbidden fruit. 

And from his glory fell ; 
And we his children thus were brought 

To d£ath, and near to hell. 



Bleil 
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Bleft be the Lord that fent his Son 

To take our flcfh and blood 5 
He for our lives gave up his own. 

To make- our peace with God. 

He honoured all his Father's laws. 

Which we have difobey''d ; 
He bore our fins upon the crofs. 

And our full ranfom paid. 

Behold him rihng from tlie grxve^ 

Behold him rais'd on high : 
He pleads his merit, there to favc 

TranfgrclTors doom'd to die. 

There on a glorious throne "he reigns. 

And by his power divine 
^Redeems us from the (lavifh chain* 

Of Satan and of fin. 

Thence fhall the Lord to judgment come, 

Aiid w'.th a fcvereign voice 
Shall call, and break up every tomb. 

While viaking faints rejoice. 

O may I then with joy appear 

Before ihe judge's face. 
And with the blefsM affembly there 

■ii'ing his redeeming grace • 
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SONG IV. 

Praife for Mercies Spiritual and Temporal* 

"1 X /"Hene'er I take my walks abroad^ 

^ ' How many poor I fee ? 
What fliall I render to my God 
For all his gifts to me ? 

Not more than others I deferve. 

Yet God has given me more 5 
For I have food, while others ftarve,. 

Or beg from door to door. 

How many children in the flreet 

Half naked I behold ! 
While I am cloathM from head to feet,. 

And cover'd from the cold. 

While fome poor wretches fcarce can telt 

Where they may lay their head ; 
I have a home wherein to dwell. 

And reft upon my bed. 

While others early learn to fwear. 

And curfe, and lye, and fteal j 
Lord, I am taught thy name to fear^ 

And do thy holy will. 

Are thefe thy favours day by day 

To me above the reft ? 
Then let me love Thee more than they, 

And try to ferve thee beft» 

^O KG 
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SONG V. 
Praife forBirth and Education in a ChriftianLand, 

/^ R E A T God, to thee my voice I raife, 
^^ To thee my youngeft hours belong 5 
I would begin my life with praife, 
Till growing years improve the fong, 

'Tis to thy fovereign grace I owe 
That I was born on British ground j 
Where ftreams of heavenly mercy flow. 
And words of fweet falvation found. 

I would not change my native land 
For rich Peru with all her gold : 
A nobler prize lies in my hand, 
Than Eaft or Weftern Indies hold. 

How do I pity thofe that dwell 
Where ignorance and darknefs reigns ! 
They know no heaven, they fear no hell, 
Thofe endlefs joys, thofe endlefs pains. 

Thy glorious promifes, O Lord, 
Kindle my hopes and my defire 5 
While all the preachers of thy word 
Warn me to Ycape eternal fire. 

Thy praife (hall ftill employ my breath. 
Since thou hail mark'd my way to heaven j 
Nor will I run the road to death, 
And wafte the blcflings thou haft given. 
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SONG VI. 

Praife for the G o s p e l. 

T ORD, I afcribe it to thy grace, 
■^ And not to chance as others do^ 
That I was born of Chriftian race. 
And not a Heathen, or a Jew, 

What would the ancient Jewifh kings. 
And Jewifh prophets once have given. 
Could they have heard thofe glorious things. 
Which Chrift reveal'd and brought from heayen t 

How glad the Heathens would have been> 
That worfliip*d idols, wood and ftone. 
If they the book of God had fcen. 
Or Jefus and his gofpel known !• 

Then if this gofpel I refufe, 
How fhall I e'er lift up mine eyes ? 
For all the Gentiles and the Jews 
Againft me will in judgment rife. 

SONG vir. 

The Excellency of the Bible. 

f^ RE AT God, with wonder and with praife 
^^ On all thy works I look 5 * 

3ut ftill thy wifdom, power,, and grace> 
Shine brighteft in thy book. 

The 
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The ftars, that in their courfes roll. 

Have much inflru£lion given ; 
But thy good word informs my foul 

How I may climb to heaven. 

The fields provide me food, and (how 

The goodnefs of the Lord j 
But fruits of life and glory grow 

In thy raoft holy word. 

Here are my choiceft treafures hid. 

Here my heft comfort lies j 
Here my defires are fatisfyM, 

And hence my hopes arife. 

Lord, make me underiland thy law ; 

Shew what my thoughts have been : 
And from thy gofpel let me draw 

Pardon for all my fin. 

Here would I learn how Chrift has dy'd 

To fave my foul from hell ? 
Not all the books on earth befide 

Such heavenly wonders tell. 

Then let me love my Bible more. 

And take a frefh delight 
By day to read thefe wonders o'er. 

And meditate by night* 



S OH<^ 
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SONG VUI. 
Praife to God for learning to Read, 

THE praifes of my tongue 
I offer to the Lord, 
That I was taught, and learnt fo young 
To read his holy word. 

That I am brought to know 

The danger I was in, 
By nature and by praftice too, 

A wretched flave to fin. 

That I am led to fee 

I can do nothing well 5 
And whither fhall a fmner flee 

To fave himfelf from hell ? 

Dear Lord, this book of thine 

Informs me where to go. 
For grace to pardon all my fin. 

And make me holy too. 

Here I can read, and learn 

How Chrift, the Son of God, 
Has undertook our grtat concern j 

Our ranfom coil his blood. 
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And now he reigns above. 

He fends his Spirit down 
To (hew the wonders of his love* 

And make his gofpel known. 

O may that Spirit teach. 

And make my heart receive 
Thofe truths which all thy fervants preach* 

And all thy (aints believe. 

Then (hall 1 praife the Lord 

In a more chearful ftrain. 
That I was taught to read his word. 

And have not learnt in vain. 

SONG IX. 
The All-feeing God. 

A Lmighty God, thy piercing eye 
^^ Strikes through the fhades of night. 
And our moft fecret a6lions lie 
All open to thy fight. 

There's not a (in that we commit. 

Nor wicked word we fay. 
But in thy dreadful book *tis writ, 

Again(l the judgment-day. 

And muft the crimes that I have done 

Be read and publi(hM there ? 
Be all exposM before the fun. 

While men and angels hear ? 
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Lord, at thy foot alhamM 1 liie | 

Upward I dare not look ; 
Pardon my fins befdre I die. 

And blot them froin thy book* 

Remember all the dying pains 

That my Redeemer felt, 
And let his blood waHi out my.ftainSy 

And anfwer for my guilt. 

O may I now forever fear 

T* indulge a fmful thought. 
Since the great God can fee and hear^ 

And writes down every fault. 



SONG X. 

Solemnv Thoughts of G o 6 and Death. 

»Tp HERE is a God that rergna abovei 

*- Lord of the heavens, and earth, and feas :. 
I fear his wrath, I alk his love. 
And with my lips I fing his praife* 

There is a law which he has writ. 
To teach us al^that we muft do s 
My foul, to his commands fubmit^ 
For they are holy, juft, and tricv 

3 There 
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There is a gofpel of rich grace^ 
Whence (inners all their comforts draw s 
Lord, I repent, and feek thy face i 
For I have often broke thy law. 

There is an hour when I mud die. 
Nor do I know how foon 'twill come j 
A thonfand children young as !» 
Are caird by death to hear their doom. 

Let me improve the hours I have. 
Before the day of grace is fled ; 
There *s no i*epentance in the grave. 
Nor pardons oiFerM to the dead. 

}uft as a tree cut down, that fell 
To North or Southward, there is lies | 
So man departs to heaven or hell, 
Fix'd in the ftate wherein he dies. 

S ON G. XL 

H E A V B N and H s l l* 

THE R E^ is beyond the flcy 
A heaven of joy and love ; 
And holy children when they die 
Go to that world above. 

There is a dreadful hell. 

And everlafting pains $ 
There finners mud with devils dwell 

Ift darknefi, fire, and chains. 
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Can fuch a wretch as I 

Efcape this ciirfcil end ? 
And may I hope whenever I die 

I fliall to heaven afcend ? 

Then will I read and pray. 

While I have life and breatTi ; 
Left I (hould be cut off to-day. 

And fent to V eternal death. 

SONG XII. 
The Advatttages of early Religion. 

TT APPY's the child whofe youngeft years 
''■ *■* Receive inftrufifions weM : 
Who hates the finner*s path, and fears 
The road that leads to hell. 

When we devote our youth to God, 

'Tis pleafing in his eyes ; 
A flower, when ofFerM in the bud. 

Is no vaiif-facrifice. 

*Tis eafier work if we begin 

To fear the Lord betimes 5 
While fmner-s that grpw old in Cm 

Are hardened in their crimes. 

•Twill fave us from a thoufand fnares* 

To mind religion young ; 
Grace will preferv^e our following yearSj 

And make out \irtue CLrong, 
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To thee, Almighty God, to thee, 

Our childhoocl we refign 5 
Twill pleafe us to look back and fee 

That our whole lives were thine. 

Let the fweet work of praver and praifc 

Employ my youngeft breath ; 
Thus I 'm preparM for longer days>. 

Or fit for early death* 

SONG XIII. 
The Danger of Delay. 

"ITrr HY (houia I fay, " 'Tis yet too foon 

VV <« 7^ feej^ foj. heaven, or think of death ?'*' 
A flower may fj^e before 'tis noon. 
And I this day may lofe my breath. 

If this rebellious heart of mine 
Dcfpife the gracious calls of heaven, 
I may be hardened in my fin,- 
And never have repentance givem 

What if the Lord grow wroth and fvvear,. 
While I rcfufe to read and pray. 
That he'll refufe to lend an ear • 
To all my groans another day ? 

What if his dt-eadful anger burn,. 
While I refufe his offer'd ^v^cty 
And all his love to fury turn, 
A^'id drika me dead upon the place ? 

%■ 3 ^T\\ 
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*Ti8 dangerous to proToke a God ! 
His power and vengeance none can tell $ 
One ftroke of his Almighty rod 
Shall fend young iinners quick to hell» 

Then 'twill for ever be in vain 
To try for pardon and for .grace : 
To wilh I had my time again. 
Or hope to fee my Maker's face. 

SONG XIV, 
Examples of early Piety, 

TTTH AT blefs'd examples do I find 
V V ^^jj jn ^jjg ^^rd of truth. 
Of children that began to mind 
Religion in their youth ! 

Jefus, who reigns above the fky. 

And keeps the world in awe. 
Was once a child as young as I, 

And kept his Father's law. 

At twelve years old he talk'd with men, 
(The Jews all wondering ftand) 

Yet he obey'd his mother then. 
And came at her command. 

Children a fwcet hofanna fung. 
And bleft their Saviour's name ; 

They gave him honour with their tongue, 
WUUe fcrib^s and ^xi^&^XiW^^Tsv'i^ 
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Samuel the child was wean'd, and brought 

To wait upon the Lord $ 
Young Timothy betimes was taught 

To know his holy word. 

Then why fliould I fo long delay 

What others learnt fo foon ? 
I would not pafs another day 

Without this work begun. 

SONG XV. 

Againft Lying. 

/^'TIS a lovely thing for youth 
^^ To walk betimes in wifdom's way 5 
To fear a lie, to (peak the truth, 
That we may truft to all they fay. 

But liars we can never truft> 

Though they (hould fpcak the thing that 's Hue ; 

And he that does one fault at firft. 

And lies to hide it, makes it two. 

Have we not known, nor heard, nor read. 
How God abhors deceit and wrong ? 
How Ananias was ftruck dead, 
CatchM with a lie upon his tongue ? 

So did his wife Saphira die. 
When (he came in, and grew fo bold 
As to confirm that wicked lie 
That ]u(l before her hufband told*. 
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The Lord delights in them that fpeak 
The words of truth ; but every liar 
Muft have his portion in the lake 
That bums with brimftone and with fiit. 

Then let me always watch my lips, 
' Left I be ftnick to death and heN, 
Since God a book of reckoning keeps 
For every lie that children tell. 

SONG XVI. 
Againft Quarrelling and Fighting.. 

LET dogs delight to bark and bite» 
For God hath made them fo j 
Let bears and lions growl and fight^ 
For 'tis their nature too. 

But, children, you fhould never let 

Such angry pafllons rife { 
Your little hands were never made 

To tear each other's eyes. 

Let love through all your afllons niUj^ 

And all your words be mild ; 
Live like the blefled virgin*8 fon, 

That fweet and lovely child. 

His foul was g^entle as a lamb j 

And as his ftature grew. 
He grew in favour both with raan> 

Axxd God his F^thtt \(>a« 



^^^v 



-**'"♦/ 



•DIVINE SONGS. 'H5 

Now Lord of All he reigns above. 

And from his heavenly throne 
He fees what children dwell in lovc> 

And marks them for his own. 

SONG XVII. 
. Love between Brothers and Siflers. 

TTI7Hatcver brawls difturb the ftreet, 
^ ^ There (hould be peace at home j. 
Where fitters dweU and brothers meet. 
Quarrels fhould never come. 

Birds in their little netts agree ^ 

And 'tis a (hameful fights 
When children of one family 

Fall out, and chide, and fight* 

Hard names at firtt, and threatening words^ 

That are but noify breath. 
May grow to clubs and naked fwords. 

To murder and t& deaths 

The Devil tempts one mother's fon 

To rage againft another ; 
So wicked Cain was hurry'cf on 

Till he had kiU'd his. brother. 

The wife will make their anger cool,. 

At leaft'before 'tis night j 
But. in the bofom of a fool 

It bums- till morning-light. 
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Pardon, O Lord, our childifli ragty 

Our little brawls remove $ 
That, as we grow to riper agey 

Our hearts may all be love, 

SONG xvin. 

ilgaiiift Scoffing and calling Names. 

/^UR tongues were made to bleft the Lord, 
^^ And not fpeak ill of men $ 
When others give a railing word. 
We muft not rail again. 

Crofs words and angry names itquirc 

To be chaftis'd at fchool i 
And he "s in danger of hell-fire. 

That calls his brother fool. 

But lipt that dare be fo profane. 

To mock and jeer and fcoif 
At holy things or holy men, 

The Lord (hall cut them off. 

When children in their wanton play 

Serv'd old Elifha fo $ 
And bid the prqphet go his way, 

<< .Go up, thou bald-head, go.^* 

God quickly ftoppM their wicked breath. 

And fent two raging bears. 
That tore them limb from limb to death. 

With blood and ^vouu^ ^xid teara. 

Qceat 
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Great God, how terrible art Thou 

To fmners e'er fo young ! 
Grant me thy grace, and teach me haw 

To tame and nilc my tongue. 

SONG XIX. 

Againfi Swearing, and Corfiog, and taking 
God's Name in vain. 

ANGELS, that high in glory dwell, 
"^^ Adore thy name. Almighty God ! 
And devils tremble down in hell. 
Beneath the terrors of thy rod. 

And yet how wicked children dare 

Abufe thy dreadful glorious name ! 
And when they 're angry, how they fwear. 

And curfe their fellows, and blafpheme ! 

How will they ftand before thy face^ 

Who treated thee with fuch difdain» 
While thou (halt doom them to the place 

Of everlafting fire and pain ? 

Then never (hall one cooling drop 

To quench their burning tongues be given j 

Bnt I will praife thee here, and hope 
Thus to employ my tongue in heaven. 



1^ 
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My heart (hall be in pain to hear 

Wretches affront the Lord above ; 
'Tis that greit God whofe power I fear §. 

That heavenly Father whom I love. 

If ray companions grow profane, 

I Ml leave their friend/hip, when I hear 

Young finners take thy name in vain, 

^ And learn to curfe, and learn to fweas, ^ 

i 

SONG XX. 

Againft Idlenefs and Mifchief.. 

TT O W doth the little bufy.bee 
**• •*• Improve each fttining hour,- 
And gather honey all the day 
From every opening flower ?^ 

How (kilfuUy flie builds her cell ! 

How neat (he fpreads the wax ! 
And labours hard to ftore it well 

With the fweet food (he makes»- 

In works of labour or of (kill,. 

I would be bufy too j. 
For Satan finds fome mifchief diir 

For idle hands to do. 

In books, or work, or healthful play,. 

Let my firft years be paft. 
That I may give for every day 

Some good accoutvV.%x\^^« 

5 ^ti^ 
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SONG XXI. 

Againft Evil Company. 

\KT HY fli(HiW I join with thofc in play, . 

' ' In whom I' ve no delight ; 
Who curfe and fwear, but never prayi 
Who call ill names and fight ? 

I hate to hear a wanton fong 1 

Their words offend mine cars ; 
I (hould jiot dare defile my tongue 

With language fuch as theirs. 

Away from fools I '11 turn mine eye«. 

Nor with tlie fcoffers go ; 
I would be walking with the wife. 

That wifer I may grow. 

From one rude boy that ut 'd to mock. 

They leatn the wicked jeft i 
One fickly flieep infe^ls the flock, 

V^nd poifons all the reft. 

My God, I hate to walk, or dwell 

With finful children here ; 
Then let me not be fent to hell, 

Where'none'but finners are* 

SONG 
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Ag^ft Pride. in Cloadis. 

WT H Y fhould our garments^ raade to hide 
▼ ▼ Oht parents iharoe, proToke our pride f 
The art of drcfs did ne'er begin» 
Till Eve our n^other learnt to iin. 

When firft ihe put her covering ou> 
Her robe of innocence ^as gone i 
And yet her children, vainly boaft 
In the fad marks of glory loft. 

How proud we are ! how fond to (hew 
Our cloaths, an4 call them rich and new! 
When the poor (heep and filk-worm wore 
That very cloathing long before. 

The tulip and the butterfly 

Appear in gayer coats than I $ 

Let me be dreft fine as I will, 

Flies> worms, and flowers, exceed me ftill. 

Then will I fet my heart to find 
Inward adornings of the mind ; 
Knowledge and virtue, truth and grace, 
Thefe are the robes of richeft drefs. 

No more (hall worms with me compare ; 
This is the raiment angels wear ; 
The Son of God, when here below, 
^ut on this b\eft app^ttiX xoq. 
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It never fades, it ne'er grows old. 
Nor fears the rain, nor moth, nor mold : 
It takes no fpot, but ftill refines $ 
The more *tis worn, the more it (hines* 

In this on earth fhould I appear $ 
Then go ta, heaven and wear it there ; 
God will approve it in his iight j 
'Tis his own work, and his delight. 

SONG xxni. 

Obedience to Parent*. ; 

T E T children* that would fear the Lord 
**-' Hear what their teachers fay ; 
With reverence meet their parents word* 
And with deh'ght obey. 

Have you not hoard what dreadful plagues 

Are threaten'd by the Lord, 
To him that breaks his Father's law» 

Or mocks his Mother's word? 

What heavy guilt upon him lies ! 

How curfed is his name I 
The ravens ihall pick out his eyes. 

And ea^cs eat the fame. 

But thofe who worfhip God, and give 

Their parents honour due. 
Here on this earth they long fhiill live. 

And live hereafter too. 
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SONG XXIV. 
The Child's Compkbu 

X^HY fliould I love ray fport fo well, 

^^ So conftant at my play. 
And lofe the thoughts of heaven and fae!i| 
And then forget to pny ? 

What do I read my Bible for. 

But, Lord, to learn thy will^ 
And fhall I daily know thee more. 

And lefs obey thee ftill"? . 

How fenfekfs is my heart and wild ! 

How vain are all my thoughts { 
Pity the weaknefs of a child. 

And pardon all my faults ! 

Make me thy heavenly voice to hear. 

And let me love to pray j 
Since God will lend a gracious ear 

To what a child can fay. 

SONG XXV. 

A Morning S o r g« 

Ti^ Y God, who makes the fun to know 
^^^ His proper hour to rife. 
And, to give light to all below. 
Doth fend Vum ro\AX\A vVv^ (k\w^ 
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When from the chambers of the Eaft 

His morning race begins, 
He never tires, nor fteps to reft j 

But round the world he ihines* 

So, like the fun, would I fulfil 

The buflnefs of the day : 
Begin my work, betimes, and ftill 

March on my heavenly way. 

Give me, O Lord, thy early grace» 

Nor let my foul complain 
That the young morning of my day» 

Has all been fpent in vain, 

SONG XXVI. 
An Evening Song* 

AND now another day is gone» 
•^^ I '11 iing my Maker's praife } 
My comforts every hour make known 
His providence and grace. 

But how my childhood runs to wafte t 

My fms, how great their fum f 
Lord, give me pardon for the paft^ 

And ftrength for days to come. 

I lay my body down to deep ^ 

Let angels guard my head, 
And through the hours of darkneTs keep 

Their watch around my bed. 

A a ^'-^ 



With chearful heart I clofe my eycH 

Since thou wilt hot remove | 
And in the mdrning let me ii& 

Rejoicing in thy lore* ' 

SONG XXVII. 
For the LoHd's-Day Mornihg^ 

'IpHtS is the day when Cbrift arofe 
'*' 80 early from the dead-) 
Why fhould I keep my eyelids <pWd> 
And waile my hours in bed ? 

This is the day when Jefus broke 

The power of death and hell ; 
And (hall I ftiU wesu- Satan^s yoke^ 

And love ray fins fo well ? 

To-day With plcafure thrfftians meet^ 

To pray and hear the word : 
And I would go with chearful feet 

To learn thy will, O Lord. 

I '11 leave my fport, to read and pray> 

And fo prepare for heaven : 
O may I love this bleffed day 

Thebcftofallthefcvcnt 
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SONG XXViflL 

For the LordVD a y Ev3 n i n g« 

T ORD, howddightfurtistoiee 
•^ A wholeaffembly worihipTheet 
At once they Hng, at once tbry pniy $ 
They hear of heaven, and learn the way* 

I have been there, and ftill would go : 
""Tis like a little heaven bclow4 
Not all my pleature and my play 
-Shall tempt me to forget. thi« day^ 

O write upon my memory, Lord, 
The texts and doArine^ of th^ v»oid ; 
That I may break thy laws no mote. 
But love thee better than before. 

"With thoughts of Cbrift and things divine 
7ili up this foolilh heart of mine ', 
That, hoping pardon through Jiit blood, 
t^may ire down, and wak« with God. 
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The Ten Commandments, out of the Old 
Teftamenty put into ihort Rhyme for Chil- 
dren. 

Exodus, Chap. xx« 

I. np HOU (halt have no more Gods but me* 
* 2. Before no idol bow thy knee. 

3. Take not the name of God in vain. 

4. Nor dare the Sabbath-day profane. 

5. Give both thy parents honour due. 

6. Take heed that thou no murder do. 

7. Abftain from words and deeds unclean. 

S. Nor fteal, though thou art poor and mean. 

9. Nor make a wilful lie, nor love it. 

10. What is thy neighbour's dare not covet. 

The Sum of the Co m m a n d m e n t a, out qF 

the New Teftament. 

Matthew xxii. 37. 
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ITH all thy foul love God above^ 
And as thyfelf thy neighbour love. 

Oar Saviour's Golden Rule. 
Matt. vu. 12. 



BE you to others kind and true, 
As you 'd have others be to you i 
And neither do nor. fay to men, 
Whate'er you nvou\<\ ftov^i-^^vvv* 

5 "^^ 
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. Duty to God and our Neighbour. 

T OVE God with all your foul and ftrength, 
*^^ With all your heart and miiKl i 
And love your neighbour as yourfelf,^ 
Be faithful, juft, and kind. 

Deal with arfother, as you M have 

Another deal with you ; 
What you're unwilling to receive. 

Be lure you never do. 

Out of my Book of Hymns I have here added 
the Hofanna, and Glory to the Father, &c. 
to be fung at the End of any of thefe Songs, 
according to the Dircdlion of Parents or Go- 



The Hofanna; or Salvation afcribed to Chrifl. 
L O N G M E T R E. 

TT O S ANN A to king David V Son, 
*■ •*" Who reigns on a fuperior throne j 
We blefs the prince of heavenly birth. 
Who brings falvation down on earth. 

Let every nation, every age. 
In this delighrful work engage; 
Old men and babes in Sion fing 
The growing glories of her king, 

A a 3 C O^- 
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COMMON METRE. 

H OS ANNA tothePrinctofGracr^ 
Sron, b^ld tky King r 
Proclaim the Son of David> race, 
AxkI teach the babes to fing. 

HoTanna to fh* eternal vtord. 

Who from the Father came j 
Afcribe falvatton to the Lord, 

With bkflings on hi» name^ 



SHORT METRE* 

HOSANN A to the Son 
Of David and of dod. 
Who brought the news of pardon downy 
And bought it wkh hi* blood. 

To Chrifty th* anointed King, 
Be endlefs bleflings given ; 
. Let the whole earth his glory £ngy> 
Who made our peace with faeaveii. 
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GLOity to the Father and the Son, &c. 

LONG METRE. 

nr^O God the F*thcri God the Son, 
-■• And God the Spirit, Three in One i 
Be honouf, praife and glory given, 
By all on earth, and all in heaven. 

COMMON METRE. 

lO' O W Jet tht Father and the Son, 
•^^ And Spirit, be ador'd, 
Where there are works to make hira known, 
Or faints to love the Lord. 

SHORT MEtRE. 

^ IVE to the Father praife, 
^^ Give glory to the Son } 
And to the Spirit of his gract ) 
Be equal honour doM. 
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A SLIGHT 

SPECIMEN 

O F 

MORAL SONGS, 

Such as I wifii fbme happy and condefcendiag 
genius would undertake for the ufe of children, 
and perform much better. 

'T* H E fenfe and fubje£ls might be borrowed plenti- 
**• fully from the Proverbs of Soloraon, from all the 
common appearances of nature, from all the occurrences 
of civil life, both in city and country (which would 
alfo afford matter for other divine fongs). Here the 
language and meafures fhould be eafy, and flowing 
with chearfulnefs, with or without the folemnities of 
religion, or the facred names of God and holy things; 
that children might find delight and profit together. 
This would be one effeftual way to deliver them 
' from thofe idle, wanton, or profane fongs, which give fo 
early an ill taint to the fancy and memory 5 and be- 
come the feeds of future vices* 

LThe 
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I. The SLUGGARD. 

5*T^ I S the voice of the fluggard 5 I heard him com- 

-*• plain, 

<* You havewalcM me too foon, I muft flumber again." 
As the door on its hinges, Co he on his bed, 
Turns his fides and his (boulders and his heavy head. 

^* A little more fleep, and a little more flumber j" 
Thus he wades half his days, and his hours without 
• number 5 

And when he gets up, he fits folding his hands, 
Or walk-8 about fauntering, or trifling he ftands. 

I pafsM by his garden, and faw the wild brier, 
The thorn and the thiftle grow broader and higher 5 • 
The cloaths that hang on him are turning fo rags: 
And his sioney ftili wafles till he flarves or he begs. 

I made him a vifit, flill hoping to And 

He had took, better care for improving his mind : 

He told me his dreams, talkM of eating and drinking ; 

But be fcarce reads his bible and n^ver loves thinking. 

Said I then to my heart, " Here *s a leflen for me :" 
That man^s but a pifture of what I might be : 
But thanks to my friends for their care in my breeding. 
Who taught me betimes to love working and reading. 

II. INN O- 
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II. INNOCENT PLAY. 

A BROAD in the meadows to fee the young Iambi 
**'^ Run fporting ^bout by the fide of their dams. 

With fleeces fo ckan and (b white ; 
Or a neft of yoong doves in a large open cage. 
When they play all in Jove, without anger or rage^ 

How much may we learn from the fight ! 

1( we had been ducks, we might dabble in\nud j 

Or dogSy we might play till it ended in blood $ { 

So foul and fo fierce are their natures s 
But Thomas and Williamy and fuch pretty hames^ 
Should be cleanly and harmleft as doves, or as lambs^ 

Thofe lovely fweet innocent creatures. 

Vot a thing that we do, nor a word that we fay^ 
Should hinder another in jeftrng or play | 

For he's fttil in eameft that *s hmt : 
How rude are the boys that throw pebbles and mire ! 
There *s none but a madman will fling about firs. 

And tell you, " *Tis all btot in fport.*' 

III. The R O S E. 

HOW fair is the rofe I what a beautiful tiowetl 
The glory of April and May I 
But the leaves are beginning to fade in an bouTf 
And they wither and die in a day. 

Yet 
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Vet (Ire Rofe has one powerful virtue to boaft^ 

Above all the flowers of tbe field : 
When its leaves ane all dead^ and fine colours aie lofty 

Still how fweet a perfiuae it will yield ! 

80 frail is the youth and the beauty of men» 
Though they bloom and look gay like tbe Role } 

But all our fond care to preferve them k vain | 
Time kills thtm as faft as be goesr. 

Then I '11 not be proud of my youth or my beauty. 

Since both of them wither and fade ; 
But gain a good name by well-doing my duty ^ 

This will fcent^ like a Rofe, when I *m dead. 

IV. The THIEF. 

"tTMT H Y ihould I deprive my tteigbbour 

^^ Of his goods againft his will ? 
Hands were made for honeft labour. 
Not to plundei* or to fteal. 

'Tis a fooHih feif-dec^iving 

By fuch tricks to hope for gain 9 
All that 's ever got by thieving 

Turns to forrow, ihame, and pain. 

Have not Eve and Adam taught us 

Their fad profit to compute ? 
To what difmal ftate they brought us 

When they ftob fubidden if uit ? 
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^raaae 5c3*t yclftric^ ways. 
T^ CR«r£ vc^ 1 hzrdeaM finner { 
TVs :^ sAws ends his da^rs. 

TV?: w^ »:« be alwars biddeiiy 

Tlun§9t «c fancy none can fpy i 
VThoL wr tike a tiling foH>idden» 

God bdioads It with his eye. 

Gainl BT haztf O God of heaven> 

Lest I caret what "s not mine : 
Left I ftcal what is not gircn, 

Gnml my heart and hands from fin. 

V. The ANT or E M M E T. 

'T^HESE Emmets how little they are in our eyes I 
**- We tread them to dufl, and a troop of them dies 
Without our regard or concern : 
Yet, as wife as we are, if we went to their fchool, 
There 's many a fluggard, and many a fool. 
Some lefTons of wifdom might learn. 

They don't wear their time out in fleeping or play. 
But gather up corn in a fun-(hiny day, 

And for winter they lay up their ftores : 
They manage their work in fuch regular forms. 
One would think they forefaw all th« frofts and the 
(lorms, 

And fo brought Oftvt i<yA Vv>^Xk4<(^Qc^« 
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But I have Icfs fenfe than a poor creeping Ant, 
Jf I take not due care for the things I fliaJl want. 

Nor provide againft dangers in time. 
When death or old age fhall ftace in my face. 
What a wretch fhall I be in the end of ipy days. 

If I trifle away all their prime ! 

Now, now, while my ftrength and my youth are in 

bloom, 
Let me think what will ferve me when ficknefs fhall come^ 

And pray that my fins be forgiven : 
Let me read in good books, and believe, and obey. 
That when death turns mc out of this cottage of clay^ 

I may dwell in a palace in heaven, 

VI. Good Refolutions. 

THOUGH I am now in younger days^ 
Nor can I tell what fhall befal me, 
I '11 prepare for every place 

Where ray growing age fhall call not* 

Should I be rich or grea^t. 

Others fhall partake my goodnefs ; 
I '11 fupply the poor with meat. 

Never fhewing fcorn or rudenefs^ 

Where I fee the blind or lame. 

Deaf or dumb, I *l\ kindly tieat them;, 

I dcferve to feel the fame 
If I mock, or liort» or cheat them» 

\\ 
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Wicked fafliion« lead to hell j 

Ne*er m^ I be found copaplying 5 
But in life behave fo well. 

Not to be afraid of dying* 

A SUMMER EVENING. 

HOW finekas tlie day been, how bright was the fun^ 
How lovely and joyful the courfe that he run. 
Though he rofe in a mift when his race he begun. 

And there followM fome droppings of rain ! 
But now. the fair traveller 's come to the Weft, 
His rays are all gold, and his beauties are beftj 
He paints the fky gay as he finks to his reftj 
And foretels a bright riling again. 

Juft fuch is the chrlftian : His courfe be begins^ 
Like the fun in a mift, while he moyrns for his (ins. 
And melts into tears : Then he breaks out and ffiinesy 

And travels his heavenly way : 
But when he comes nearer to finifli his race. 
Like a fine feting fun he looks richer in grace. 
And gives a fure hope at the end of his days 

Of riikig in bnghter array. 



»btoadalte*^^^^a to P«"f^^c'^„^s for CV^l- 



.MO R A L S O KTGsr. ' ^ 

Was there nothing but a manger 

Curled Tinners could afford. 
To receive the heavenly Granger! i 

Did they thus affront their Lord ? 

Soft my child ^. I did not chide thee, 
Though my fong might fodnd too hard; 
r * Mother 1 . 
'Tis thy ) C fits bcfide thee, 

I Nurfe that J 
And her arms (ball be thy guard*. • 

Yet to r€^d the fhame£ul ftory. 

How the Jews abus\l tlieir Kingy 
How they ferv'd the Lord of glory. 

Makes me angry while I fing* 

See tlie kinder fhepherds round him. 

Telling wonders from the iky ! 
Where they fought him, there they found hiro> 

With his Virgin Mother by^ 

See the lovely babe a-drefUng ; 

Lovely infant, how he fmird T 
When he wept, the Mother's blefling; 

Sooth'd and hufh'd the holy chiid« 
Xo, he (lumbers iiv his manger, f 

Where the horned oxen fed j. 
Pcape, my darling, here "s no danger. 

Here 's no ox a-neas thy bed» 

• Here you may ufe the wor<b, Brother, Sifter, 
Neighbour^ Friend,. Sec. 
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*Twas to faye thee, child, from dying. 
Save my dear from burning flame. 

Bitter groans and endlefs crying, 
That thy bleft Redeemer came. 

May^ft thou live to know and fear him, 
Truft and love him all thy days 5 

Then go dwell for ever near him. 
See his face, and fing his praife ! 

I could give thee thousand kiiTes, 

Hoping what I mod defire ; 
Kot a Mother^s fondeft wifhes 

Can to greater }oys afpire. 
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